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IN PLEASING REMEMBRANCE 



MANY HAPPY SCENES ENJOYED TOGETHER 



THREE MEMBERS OF A FAMILY, 



€\}m small i^nlttrnt 



AFFECTIONATELY DEDICATED TO THE YOUNGEST 



HER ONLY SURVIVING SISTER. 



PREFACE. 



Th£ following pages, written by two sisters, 
one of whom is now numbered with the dead, 
are affectionately offered by the sairiyor to the 
acceptance of her friends, in the present printed 
form. 

The first part contains the writings of one 
who, while living, was fondly beloved and de- 
servedly esteemed, and whose pieces will now be 
perosed with increased interest : it is with feelings 
of r^ret that so few were found for selection. 

The second and third parts have been ar- 
ranged in the order in which they were written, 
many of them with the dates attached, an interval 
of several years occurring between them, during 
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which period the sister before mentioned died. 
The preceding explanation would not have been 
given^ or needed, to the friends well acquainted 
with the circumstances ; but as in its present form 
it may possibly be perused by others, a short 
pre£M» was considered necessary, in order to dis- 
tinguish the pieces of each ; also to mention that 
they were not written with the idea of their ever 
appearing in print. But, in compliance with the 
frequently expressed wish of several kind friends, 
the plan has been adopted; and they are now 
offered in the sincere and earnest hope that the 
work will be valued and accepted, not for any 
small degree of merit it may possess, but entirely 
for the sake and in remembranee of 

THE WRITERS. 
June, 1854. 



POETET. 



BEAR HER TO THE GRAVE. 



Oh, bear her to the grave, and lay 

Her body in the earth ; 
As lovely, pure, and innocent, 

As in its hour of birth : 
O'er her no shadow death hath cast. 
No change hath o'er her &ir &uce passed. 

Yes, bear her to the grave, and strew 
Sweet flowers upon the bier ; 

Those buds, so £iir and beautiM, 
That she most loved when here : 

Scatter them o'er the senseless clay, 

That both alike may fade away. 

Oh, bear her to the grave, and sing 
The hymn for parted souls ; 
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And, as the solemn anthem 
Along the still air rolls ; 
Think that her spirit soars as free 
As doth that sacred melody. 

Then bear her to the grave, but let 

No bitter tears be shed, 
No sigh be heard, no word be breathed, 

To mourn the early dead : 
But joy, that from a world like this 
Her soul hath passed to scenes of bliss. 



THE BURIAL AT SEA. 



We stood in silence on the deck^ 

And gazed upon the dead j 
Ere we consigned him to the sea. 

Henceforth to be his bed. 

The lips that once had smiled with joj, 

Were still and silent now ; 
The damps of death were standing thick. 

Upon his marble brow. 

The eyes that 6iioe had sparkled bright, 

Were closed, ilhs ! for aye ; 
The merry music of his laugh 

From earth had passed away. 

Two little days ago, and he 

Was gayest of us all j 
But death had called him suddenly, 

And he obeyed the call. 



THE BUBIAL AT SEA. 

No father's sigh was breathed for him, 
No mother's tear was shed, 

O'er the remains of her loved son ; 
They knew not he was dead. 

But manly hearts that seldom sighed. 

In sorrow sighed for him ; 
And manly eyes that seldom wept, 

With tears of grief were dim. 

We lowered him gently jfrom the deck. 

And laid him in the sea ; 
An instant more, the waters closed, 

We looked, but where was he ? 

Our ship sailed gaily, lightly on. 
One lingering look we gave ; 

One sigh unto his memory, 
Who slept beneath the wave. 



OUR FATHER IS IN HEAVEN. 



I WAS a child when father died, 

Yet I remember now 
How bitterly my mother cried, 

Her tears fell on my brow : 
They bore him to the cold dark grave. 

And laid him 'neath the yew 
That o'er the tomb its branches wave, * 

And baby lies there, too. 

We mcnmed to haur my mother sigh, 

We wept to see her weep ; 
We knew not what it was to die. 

We only knew of sleep : 
And Grace and I, when days were &ir, 

Would go and sit for hours 
Beside the grave so lowly there, 

And deck it o'er with flowers. 



OUR FATHER IS IN HEAVEN. 

I recollect one summer's day, 

When she and I had strayed 
Into the lone church-yard to play, 

Under the yew-tree's shade. 
And we had gathered in our walk 

What wild flowers we could find. 
Which little Grace, as we did talk, 

IirtK) a garland twined : 

" Look, Willie, at this rose," she cried, 

" Its thorns I cannot break ;" 
And then she clasped her hands, and sighed 

" Oh I when will father wake ? 
*' I cannot tell — I never knew 

Him sleep so long before." 
"^h, Willie, see these violets blue. 

And here are plenty more. 

" We will leave these, Jbr they are sweet ; 

And when our fother dear 
Gets up, he'll find them quite a treat. 

And know we have been here." 
Her fair cheek glowed, her eye grew bright, 

At such a happy thought; 
For, as I've said, of death's dark night 

Our childish hearts knew nought 
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She dropped the flowers jfrom her hand 

And slowly raised her head ; 
Our pastor at her side did stand. 

He had heard all she said : 
He stooped and kissed her tenderly, 

And mournjfiilly he smiled, 
Then lifted her upon his knee — 

" Your father's dead, my child.* ' ^ 

He looked more grave, for doubt he read 

In Grace's wondering eye ; 
" Your father is not here," he said, 

" He lives above the sky." 
And then he spoke of spirits flown 

Into that brighter land : 
We listened to his gentle tone, 

But could not understand. 

When we knelt down to pray that night. 

Beside our little bed, 
Grace felt her mother's fingers white 

Laid gently on her head ; 
And when she saw her tearful eye 

Wet as the dews of even, 
She said, "Oh, mother, do not cry. 

Our father is in heaven." 
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Oh ! oft from infant lips is heard 

What wise tongues ne'er expressed — 
My mother listened to the word, 

Then clasp'd us to her breast ; 
And thus she spoke^ " Yes, children, yes. 

We have a friend above— 
The &ther of the &therless, 

jtbe God of peace and love." 

Alas, alas ! full many years 

Have passed awajr since then — 
My sister s smiles, my mother's tears, 

I ne'er shall see again ; 
But yet in sorrow's darkest hour, 

When grief my heart has riven. 
These words still shed their healing power, 

" Our father is in heaven !" 



MY BIETHDAY. 



My birth-day ! my birth-day ! how soon it comes round ! 
Oh, once there was joy and delight in the sound. 
My playmates and schoolfellows flocked to me then : 
I never shall see those gay birth-days again. 

My birth-day ! my birth-day ! when I was a child 
I hailed it with rapture, with gaiety wild. 
No tears on that day were e'er suffered to fall, — 
'Twas a day of rejoicing, of pleasure to all. 

My birth-day ! my birth-day ! A magical spell 
Seemed cast round my heart, too delightful to tell. 
It rested on all things, on earth and in air. 
And my mirth was unchecked by a sorrow or care. 

My birth-day ! my birth-day ! When childhood was 

past — 
For school-days and play-days, alas ! cannot last — 
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Still glad were the hours and gay was the scene ; 
My heart was as happy as e'er it had been. 

My birth-day ! my birth-day ! it yet was the same, 
For dear friends and cousins from far and near came, 
With kisses, and smiles, and best wishes for me : 
Oh 1 what could I then feel but pleasure and glee. 

My birtb-day ! my birth-day ! it still was kept up. 
And my health and my wel£ure were pledged in the cup ; 
And the dance, and the song, and the laughter was gay. 
Alas ! that such days should so soon pass away. 

My birth-day ! my birth-day ! it flits quickly by ; 
Fast, £Eist as the wind does each coming year fly ; 
And those birth-days so gay, now they're past, seem 

to me 
Bright spots in the land of my memory. 

My birth-day ! my birth-day ! again it is here. 
And again I see &ces and forms I hold dear ; 
I hear the kind Yoices of those I love best, 
And again I am happy, and joyous, and Uest 



11 



MY NATIVE ISLE. 



My native isle, I leave thee now, 

Through other lands to roam, 
Bat none will seem so sweet to me 

As thou, my childhood's home ; 
Though mild their breezes, calm their air. 

Though bright their skies may be. 
Thine are more dear, and dearer still 

The friends I leave in thee. 

When gazing on the setting sun, 

Or on the twilight stM^— 
At mom, at noon, and evening time, 

I'll think of those afar ; 
And, in the silent night, what joy 

The moon's pale beam to see. 
And think it shineth, too, on those, 

The friends I leave in thee. 
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There's not a bird will cross my path, 

No floweret on me smile, 
But wilt remind my aching heart 

Of thee, my native isle. 
And when this fleeting life is o'er. 

My last fond hope shall be, 
-To meet again in brighter worlds 

The friends I leave in thee. 
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LINES. 



I've wept o'er manj a broken toy, 
O'er many a dear, dead bird. 

Whose songs were always songs of joy- 
Alas ! no longer heard. 

But that was in my infancy, 
When sorrow was so brief, 

That oft a smile would chase a sigh, 
And joy tread close on grief. 

Fve sighed o'er many a faded flower. 

O'er many a blighted tree, 
Which often in an idle hour 

I tended anxiously : 
But that was in my childish days. 

When all around was fair, — 
I danced along in pleasure's maze. 

And did not dream of care. 
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Tvo mourned o*er many a Mend estranged, 

0*or many a loved one dead, 
0*cr scenes and prospects sadly changed, 

And hopes for eyer fled ; 
And that was in my riper years, 

When joy's cup, once o'erthrown. 
Instead of smiles, are bitter tears 

Of sorrow, dark and lone. 

Oh ! would that I could weep once more 

0*or toys, and birds, and flowers : 
Those childish sighs and tears are o*( 

Oono with the long past hours. 
I ouvy thoso whose joyous brow 

IVi>olaima a spirit glad : 
Ala» t <Ua» ! my heiart is now 

lAm^ d<^lat<L\ and sad. 
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THE YOUNG BRIDE'S ADDRESS TO HER 
HUSBAND. 



I HAVE bidden my Mends and mj parents farewell, 
And have ta'en one last look of the home where they 

dwell ; 
And now I am ready, o'er land and o'er sea, 
To fly on the wings of affection with thee. 

I haye breathed not a sigh, I have shed not a tear, 
For the sweet spot of childhood I once thought so dear ; 
For the forest so lone and the desert so bare. 
Will be sweeter by far, if thou, dearest, art there. 

In sorrow or joy, or whatever betide, 

I have vowed at the altar to cling to thy side ; 

And in sorrow I'll soothe thee, and mourn when thou'rt 

sad. 
And in joy, when thou smilest, my heart will be glad. 
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In sickness my bosom shall pillow thy head, 
And unwearied and patient I'll watch by thy bed : 
I will bathe thy parched lips and thy hot burning brow^ 
And thou wilt smile on me and love me as now. 

Then come, I have bidden my parents ferewell, 
And have ta'en one last look of the home where they 

dwell; 
And now I am ready, o'er land and o'er sea, 
To fly on the wings of affection with thee. 



THE HUSBAND'S ADDRESS TO HIS WIPE. 



Thou art mine ! — thou art mine ! 

Thou hast breathed the holy vow ; 
Bright flowers lie scattered in thy path, 

And pearls are on thy brow ; 
And friends are crowding round thee, 

And greeting thee by name — 
That name which I have given thee, 

And thou may'st ever claim. 

Thou art mine ! thou art mine ! 

The ring is on thy hand, 
I placed it there when by my side 

At the altar thou didst stand; 
When I vowed that I would love thee 

Through the joys and ills of life, 
From the moment that I took thee 

To be my wedded wife. 
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Thou art mine ! thou art mine ! 

Come bid thy friends farewell; 
I will take thee to my fiiture home. 

Where together we shall dwell. 
Nay, why that pale and quivering lip? 

And why that starting tear? 
Am I not now thy husband, love? 

Then what hast thou to fear? 

Thou art mine ! thou art mine ! 

And thy mild eyes seem to say, 
'Tis at parting from those friends, from whom 

I seldom spent a day. 
Ah ! now thy tears have passed away, 

Like to the April showers. 
And smiles light up thy beauteous face. 

As the sun lights up the flowers. 

Thou art mine! thou art mine! 

And, fsiithfril to our oath, 
The lot that is marked out for one 

Shall be alike for both; 
In hours of joy, in hours of grief, 

Whatever may betide, 
If poverty or wealth be ours, 

We'll share it side by side. 
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IN EARLY LIFE I LOVED THEE. 



In early life I loved thee, 

When we were young and gay, 
When smiling friends were round us, 

And brightness in our way ; 
Thy laughter and thy voice, love, 

Were music to my ear. 
And gladness filled my heart, love, 

When thy sweet form was near. 

In early life I loved thee. 

Our path was strewed with flowers. 
We dreamt not then of thorns, love, 

In future coming hours ; 
And when we knelt together 

Our holy vows to plight. 
We thought the sky above us 

Would always be as bright. 
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And now in age I'll love thee 

Though we are both grown old, 
And every thing is changed, love, 

And friends are false and cold ; 
Though bitter tears, instead of smiles, 

Are on thy altered face. 
Affection in my heart for thee 

Shall keep its wonted place. 

Yes, still in age I'll love, 

Though past are those bright hours ; 
And cares, and woes, and troubles, 

And heavy griefe are ours : 
Though all our hopes have perished, 

Though all our dreams are gone, 
Till life's short day is over, 

My heart will still love on. 
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WHY WEEPBST THOU? 



Why weepest thou, my daughter? 

In these, thy early years, 
Joy should be thine instead of grie^ 

And smiles instead of tears. 
Why is thy heart so heavy 1 

Why mournful is thy brow 1 
Tell all thy woes unto me. 

And say why weepest thou 1 

Why weepest thou, my daughter? 

Naught of sorrow know'st thou yet. 
And the loss of Mends and fortune 

Thou hast not to regret. 
By those that are most dear to thee 

Thou art beloved still. 
And they would gladly guard thee 

From every earthly ilL 



WHY WEBPB8T THOU ? 

Alas ! alas ! my daughter, 

The tale thou need'st not tell, 
Those tears, those sighs, those blushes, 

Keveal it all too well : 
Thou hast given thy youthful heart, 

With its dearest hopes on earth. 
To one who cared not for the gift. 

Who could not know its wortL 

Yet weep no more, my daughter ; 

Bestraiu those bitter tears. 
Thou wilt meet with many triab 

In after coming years ; 
And they will make this early grief. 

To thy remembrance seem. 
But like a vision that is past — 

A long forgotten dream. 
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LINES. 



He weeps ! — oh, do not blame him, 

For his thoughts are far away ; 
They have wandered back to childhood 

And hours of joyous play. 
He thinks upon his mother, 

Whose voice of music sweeps 
Across his soul, like summer breeze — 

Oh, blame not that he weeps. 

He thinks upon his early youth. 

When days were long and fair — 
He thinks on one he loved, who vowed 

His joys and griefe to share. 
He thinks upon that bright-eyed girl. 

And chillness o'er him creeps ; 
He feels her vows are broken now — 

Then blame not that he weeps. 
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Alas ! that dear and much-loyed one 

Is now another's bride ; 
His brothers, sisters, playmates, all 

Are scattered far and wide. 
His mother, too, has long been dead — 

Low in her grave she sleeps ; 
And he is now alone, alone ! 

Oh, blame not that he weeps. 
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THE SONG OF PLEASURE. 



I OOMB to the earth with the new-bom year, 
And you all are glad when you see me near ; 
You dry up your tears and you quell ev'ry sigh, 
And you hail my coming with sparkling eye. 

I yisit the halls of the great and the gay, 
My voice is heard in the merry lay ; 
I'm seen on the cheek of beauty bright. 
And I dance in her eye of radiant light. 

Fm seen in the blush on a fair one's brow, 
For, hark ! what her lover is whispering now ! 
He tells of the bliss of future hours, — 
He speaks of his love and his native bowers. 

He talks of the time, 'neath the old oak tree. 

When she promised her hand, and he tells her of me ; 
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The statesman, so haughty and high, condescends 
To smile when I come, and his brow he unbends. 

Over all parts of the world I roam, — 
I enter the cottager's humble home ; 
Me you will see in his glistening eye, 
As he looks on his little ones playing nigL 

And, oh ! with children I love to dwell, 

For an innocent tale to them I tell ; 

I make in their young minds a world of their own, 

Where sorrow, and pain, and such things are unknowi 

I come to them in the gentle breeze, 
And the song of the wild birds among the trees ; 
I appear in more shapes than many suppose. 
To some in the smallest flower that grows. 

To a fond wife I come in a smile and a kiss. 
And she gladly receives me, for then I am bliss ; 
To a poet I come in the Toice of song, 
Bound the brush of a painter I hover long. 

To a student I whisper of glory and fiEtme, 
And I light up his eyes with a brilliant flame ; 
I raise on his pale cheek a sudden glow, 
I tell him my tale, and away I go. 
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My voice to you is all gladness and glee, 
And what would you do in the world without me 1 
You smile with delight when with you I dwell, 
And sadly you sigh when I bid you ferewell. 
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THE VILLAGE BELLS. 



Thb village bells ! the village bells! 

How merrily they sound ; 
What various tales their music tells, 

As the year performs its round. 

They seem to speak at Ohristmas time 
Of redemption, grace, and love ; 

For Jesus left the heavenly clime, 
The blissful realms above. 

And condescended to be bom, 

And in a manger placed ; 
No outward covering to adorn. 

No pon^ htt coming. graced. 
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But hosts firom heaven proclaimed his birth. 

And thus their songs b^an : 
Glory to Qod, and on the earth 

Peace and goodwill to man. 

And eastern sages from a&r, 
Gold, myrrh, and incense bring ; 

And being guided by a star, 
They worship him, their King. 

Did sages bow, and shall not we. 
Each returning Christmas time, 

lift every heart, bow every knee. 
As we hear the well known ikixtie ? 

The village beUs ! ike village bells ! 

On New Year'is Eve Acy rii^ ; 
And on the past their music dwells, 

Aad tnaay wainii^ hrmg. 

They brii^ l>ack scenes that oUce have been. 

And to the mind convey 
The various changes we have seen. 

Since the last New Yeair's day : 

Whether the year now dosed and gcme 
Has passed in gritf and sakbiess. 



Or wbether it has folded oi^ 
In pleasoie, joj, and g^infaflBi. 

Those Tillage heUa, tfafij aees^ to mj. 
How have you spent your tune, 

Sinoe on the Bre of New Year's daj^ 
Last jear, yoa heard our ohimef 

Improve the msmmiM, it may be 

Yon never more will hear 
These bells again, yoa i^ay iiptisee 

Another opeoing year- 

The Tillage bells, the Tillage bells, 
How heavenly they soond, 

As each returning sabbath tellfl^ 
Hercy and graoe^honnd. 

Then let ns, when those beUs wehefu^ 
Cast worldly thoughts away ; 

Enter the cbnioh wi^ godly leai^ 
Kneel and devoutly pray. 

And then the bell, the tolling Ml, 

How solemnly it soimds ; 
It is a spirit's partM^g hneil. 

That has bust its earthly bowiAk 
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That deep-toned bell to eadb ohe may 

A voice of warning be ; 
And all who hear its sound may say, 

It next may toll for me. 

Then let us, when that bell we hear, 
Fr<Hn earthly pleasures cease ; 

Let us lift up our hearts in prayer, 
That bur last end be peace. 

And when that solemn knell shall sound 

Our summons to the sod ; 
Death will be peace to us, if found 

Prepared to meet our Gh>d. 

The village bells ! at bridals they 

Sing forth a merry peal ; 
Then groups in beautiful array 

Before ihe altar kneel : 

, They vow -the vow, they pray the prayer. 
Their hands are joined, and now 
'Tis over, and the bells appear 
To ratify the vow. 

It is no temporary oath. 
No trifling pledge they give ; 
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But to be sacred held by both, 
So long as both shall live. 

The village bells ! the village bells ! 

As often as they ring, 
Some kind of tale their mnsic tells, 

Or some event they bring. 

And when the changes, too, are rang, 

As on the ear they Ml, 
Do they not seem to have a tongae 

To tell of change to ain 

But, come what will, should grief appear 

Where happiness now dwells. 
May all feel joyous when they hear 

The pretty village bells! 
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A HOTHSB kttdt by her dying son. 
She saw that the bloom from his cheek was gone ; 
And she felt as she kissed his burning brow^ 
That all hopes for his life were over now. 

She scaitely btieathed, for he lightly riept, 
Bat she leaned her fiioe on her hands and wept ; 
In sadness she Wept, for that dying boy 
Was her only hope, was her only joy. 

She bitterly wept, and her tears fell fast, 
As her thoughts from the present went back to the past ; 
To the time when first that child she caress'd, 
And the first kiss of love on his cheek imprest : 

To the time when he lisped her name, and then 
Came his winning ways to her mind again ; 
With his in&ntine glee and his childish play. 
The time had passed happily, swiftly away. 
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And her hopes for the future, how bright they were, 
Happiness, honour, and riches were there ; 
Then she looked on his altered form again, 
And she felt that a mother's hopes were vain. 

She lifted her heart to heaven in prayer. 

And prayed that the God of mercy would spare ; 

Would restore to health her only child ; 

And thus prayer, fervent prayer, the time beguiled. 

The sun had set in an azure sky, 
And the child had watched it with anxious eye ; 
He had seen it set from the bed where he lay. 
And he looked till ihe last rays had &ded away. 

And then he turned to his mother, who ne'er 
Had left him, but watched him with tender care ; 
And he said — '' Dear mother, the sun is gone, 
The sun I so G&im have looked upon. 

Tou used to show me the trees and flowers. 
And the birds that sang in the groves and bowers ; 
And the sun, and the moon, and the stars so small i 
And you told me tiiat Qod had made them alL 

Thenyousaid that ^He, whomadeaU things so fiur, 
Would not despise a child's simple prayer ;' 
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And you often at smusel^ your hand on my hi&it, ' 
Have prayed for my wel&re ; oh, pray for me noir. 

And now I most leaye you, dear mother, I thought, 
As I saw the sun set, of the prayers you had taught ; 
I felt as I watched it my life was o'er. 
That I never should see the sun set more. 

But weep not, dear mother, weep not for me, 
Soon my soul, pure and sinless, in heaven will be ; 
Where there are no tears, no sorrow, no pain, 
And there we, dear mother, shall soon meet again." 

His voice became weaker, and still more weak, 
His eye was less bright, and paler his cheek ; 
So gently, so calmly his spirit fled. 
The mother scarce knew that her son was dead. 

Then she knelt down by his side again. 

And she tried to pray, but her efforts were vain ; 

She often had knelt in the twilight hour, 

And poured forth her thanks to that heavenly Power. 

And often at mom in her chamber alone. 

Had she blessed his name, who gave her that son ; 

And now she felt it so hard to say, 

Blessed is he who hath taken away. 
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The moiher knelt by his side once more, 
And she kissed his pale brow o'er and o'er ; 
And she felt as she gave the last fond kiss, 
That no earthly sorrow could equal this. 

Then she for a time gave way to grief, 

And fervently hoped her life would be brief; 

She felt she had nothing to live for now, 

And her heaart became heavy, and gloomy her brow. 

But time, that soother of grief, passed on. 
And she stood by the grave of her only son ; 
But so placid her brow, and so peaceful her mind, 
A change had passed o'er her, and she was resigned. 

She felt that in mercy her child was removed. 
She knew that her son more than God she had loved ; 
In meekness and £Edih she knelt down on the sod. 
And there owned the wisdom and goodness of Qod. 
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THE SISTERS. 



Two sisters in the bloom of youth, 

Into a church-jard strayed ; 
And there beside a grave they knelt^ 

Where the turf was newly laid. 

No sculptured stone was there to tell. 
Who 'twas that slept beneath ; 

Whether in youth or age had died, 
A brief or lingering death. 

But those poor girls, their tears bespeak 

Their look of wild despair ; 
That of a mother they're bereft, 

When most they need her care. 

Their life had been a cloudless one^ 
For childhood's cares are brief; 

Till they saw their mothers altered form, 
And this was their fiibt grief. 
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She tried the Aid of medicine then. 

But found that aid was Yun ; 
They saw her drooping day by day. 

With agcmy and pain. 

They stood around her dying bed, 

They heard her dying prayer ; 
They listened to her short'ning breath, 

In silence and despair. 

And then she died, and she was laid 

Where the dark yew-trees wave ; 
And soon the grass and daisies grew 

Upon that mother's grave. 

And hand in hand these sisters came 
And strewed the turf with flowers ; 

And, in their utter loneliness. 
Would sit and weep for hours. 

But ere a year had passed away, 

An added grave was there ; 
And one fiur girl strewed flowers and knelt 

Upon the turf in prayer. 

Her sister watched the trees in spring. 
Put forth thrir buds in bloom ; 
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But, ere their blossoms came to irait, . 
She slumbered in the tomb. 

And now the lone deserted one, 

Kneels down upon the sod ; 
And fervently she there devotes 

Her future life to God. 

She offers up a prayer to him. 

That let what will be&U-— 
Trials and sorrows — ^he'will give 

Strength to support them alL 

The maiden wept ; at length it seemed, 

A voice clear, small, and still, 
Thrilled through her inmost soul, and br^thed 

These soothing words — I wilL 

And, as she rose, a heavenly calm 

Upon her spirit crept ; 
She felt relieved, she felt resigned. 

And she no longer wept. 

She left the spot, and years passed on. 
And with them brought much grief. 

But she endured it all ; she knew 
That trials here are brie£ 
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And a low sweet voice, when fortune frown'd, 

In the path of life she trod, 
Would whisper soothing words, — ^it was 

The still small voice of Ood. 
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UNES IN A CEMETERY. 



I WOULD not be laid in this garden of flowers, 
'Tis too brilliant and bright for a tomb ; 

There's no emblem of death in these fEinciful bowers ; 
All is beauty, and life, and bloom. 

I wonld not be laid in this portion of ground. 

Oh ! it would be sad to lie 
Where flowers and trees are blooming around. 

As if in mockerj. 

I would not be laid where these evei^greens grow 
And spread forth their branches in state ; 

With such gay life above, and death below. 
No! the contrast is too great. 

I looked on those beautifiil flowers again. 
Some were &ding away like a dream ; 

I sought for their brilliance and £reshness in vain, 
And my thoughts now changed their theme. 
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Those pale drooping flowers they now seemed to say. 

How uncertain is life and youth ; 
I turned to the graves of the young, and they 

Proclaimed that this is tmtii. 

I looked once more on those flowers, and thought, 

And the theme had changed again, 
Such a train of ideas and lessons they brought ; 

Oh ! nothing was made in vain. 

I thought of the dull shapeless roots, from whence 
Sprang these beautiful trees and flowers ; 

And they seemed to be emblems that some time hence, 
A more beautiful change would be ours. 

For will he who so clothes the grass of to-day. 

The good, the unchangeable Ood, 
Leave his children of love and grace to stay 

And perish beneath the sod 9 

Oh no ! he will raise them again from the dust. 

To dwell with him ever above ; 
Let us only place &ith in his word, and trust 

To his mercy, and power, and love. 

And let us not mourn as though we possess 
No hope^ when our firiends are laid low ; 
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. But tliink they are taken in mercy and grace, 
From a world of sin, sorrow, and woe. 

Let us earnestly now pray to God, to liave 

Our follies and sins forgiven ; 
Thatwhenwehave passed through the gates of thegra? 

We may meet them again in heaven. 
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LINES TO A CHILD AT PLAY. 



Play on, fair child, play gaily on, while thy young heart 

is free 
From the trials, cares and grie& of life, and all is bright 

to thee ; 
I love to see thy smiling face, thy sparkling eyes of jet. 
Ah, thou hast had no cause for tears, to dim their 

brightness yet; 
And if a cloud e'er shade thy brow, 'tis quickly past and 

gone. 
Then, now in childhood's happy hours, play innocently on. 

Play on, it is a happy age, when trifles please the mind, 
A butterfly — a simple flower — a toy of any kind — 
Have charms for thy young guileless heart, more pure 

and real far. 
Than the pleasures, joys, and vanities of youth and 

manhood are; 
Around thy path a sunny ray has ever brightly shone. 
Then, now in childhood's happy hours, play innocently on. 

D 
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Play on, for soon a time may come when grief will cloud 

thy brow, 
Trials and cares oppress that heart so light and joyous 

now; 
Yes, grief may come, fair child, but place thy trust in 

God, for he 
Hath kindly promised this, that as thy day thy strength 

shall be; 
Though dangers may surround thee, he will guide 

through every one. 
Then, now in childhood's happy hours, play innocently on. 

1840. 



47 



LINES ON THE SERVICES OF THE CHURCH. 



I STAND within the sacred walls, a group is gathered there, 
They kneel round the baptismal font, and offer up a 

prayer ; 
They dedicate a babe to God, the priest hath signed the 

sign. 
She who was once a child of wrath, is now an heir divine ; 
A tear is in the mother s eye, as she takes her babe again> 
She knows without the inward grace the outward sign 

is vain. 
A moment more she kneels in prayer, she vows a holy vow. 
Implores a blessing for the child, — and all is over now. 

I stand within the sacred walls, oh ! 'tis a lovely sight, 
A youthful group is gathered there for confirmation's rite ; 
The bishop now has laid his hand, the blessings have 

been given, 
And that fair child, a woman now, hath raised her heart 

to heaven ; 
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She knows the bishop's touch is vain, unless God*s hand 

be there, 
She dedicates herself to him, and kneels awhile in prayer; 
In presence of the assembled throng, seals her baptismal 

vow. 
She is confirmed in grace and truth, — and all is over now. 

I stand within the sacred walls, and humbly kneeling 

there 
Both old and young, and rich and poor, together join in 

prayer ; 
The consecrated bread and wine, are on the table placed, 
Which the chosen minister of God invites them all to 

taste; 
One timid girl approaches with a lowly, serious air, 
She knows 'tis a vain form, unless received in faith and 

prayer ; 
In faith she doth receive it, and in prayer doth meekly 

bow. 
Her soul is strengthened and refreshed, — and all is over 

now. 

I stand within the sacred walls, a bridal group is there, 
They kneel around the altar and they offer up a prayer; 
The holy priest hath joined their hands, the bridegroom 

takes the oath. 
And joy or sorrow, weal or woe, must be alike for both ; 
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The £ur pale bride is sad, she knows (and tears her 

bright eyes dim) 
Without God's blessing all is vain, they are not joined 

by him; 
A moment more she kneels in prayer, then faltering 

breathes the vow. 
The ring is on her finger placed, — and all is over now. 

I stand within the sacred walls, a mournful group is there, 

They weep in silent agony, and ofier up a prayer ; 

She whom they all so fondly loved, hath joined the 

saints in bliss. 
She was too good and beautiful for such a world as this ; 
The grave is closed above her, still one lingers near the 

spot, 
Who dreads returning to that home, where her sweet 

form is not; 
His heart is draught with anguish, and a cloud is on his 

brow. 
He turns dejected from the grave, — and all is over now. 

1840. 
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DO NOT WEEP. 



The room is darkened, all is still, 

Oh, softly, gently tread. 
Approach the bed in silence now. 

For the fair child is dead ; 
She looks as calm and beautiful 

As if in tranquil sleep. 
Kneel down and offer prayer and praise. 

But do not, do not weep. 

Oh, do not weep, that she is gone 

Unto a place of rest ; 
No ! do not weep, the early dead 

We know are always blest : 
For worlds I would not call her back. 

Or wake her from her sleep. 
And though we deeply feel our loss, 

For her we will not weep. 
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^Tis trae that we may mourn and miss 

The music of her voice, 
'Tis true we may feel desolate 

But let us still rejoice ; 
The seeds that here were sown, she will 

In heaven with glory reap, 
Think of her bliss, then own it would 
. Be selfishness to weep. 

Well lay her body in the tomb, 

Her spirit now is free 
Joining with angels in the songs 

Of angel melody ; 
And when the sweet spring comes we'll search 

The vales and mountains steep. 
For the first flowers to strew her grave, 

But, oh, we will not weep. 

1841. 
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LINES. 

Isaiah, Chapter xlix., Vebss 15. 



Can a fond mother e'er forget 
Her child, her first-bom son 1 

Can she forsake, resign, and leave 
Her infant little one 1 

Can she with calmness see him droop, 

Unmov'd behold him die ? 
Consign him to the cold dark grave 

Without one tear or sigh 1 

Oh no ! a mother's love is strong. 
Tears her bright eyes would dim ; 

And the language of her heart is this- 
Would I could die for him. 

And should a child ungrateful prove, 
And her fond care forget, 
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Bring grief to ber maternal heart, 
Still she will love him yet. 

Who soothes us in our infancy, 

Who dries our childish tears 1 
And finds a balm for every grief 

In youth's maturer years ? 

And when our erring steps have strayed 

Prom the bright path to heaven, 
Who is it kneels and prays for us 

That we may be forgiven ? 

And, oh, when bitter trials press 

Upon us, as we rove ; 
What cheers and comforts us ? it is 

A mother's anxious love. 

A father may be dear to us. 

May our affection share, 
May guide us, but it is not like 

A mother's tender care. 

And it is by a mother's love. 

Our Lord describes his own ; 
But in much sweeter language, 

And in a kinder tone. 
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A mother may forget, he says, 

Her child in in&ncj ; 
But I will always love, will bless, 

Will never forget ihee. 

These are sweet words : then, child, kneel down 

And pray to God for grace ; 
That thou may'st love his holy word. 

And early seek his face. 

And should thy mother e'er forget. 

Thou hast a Friend above, 
Whose watchful care by &r exceeds 

A mother's tender love. 

For, say, that what we all confess 

Impossible to be. 
Admit, a mother may forget, 

God will not forget thee. 

1841. 
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HOME. 



Home ! there is music in the name, 

There's magic in the word, 
For with it thoughts of happy hours 

In childhood's days are stor'd ; 
Though we may quit that much lov'd spot. 

And distant far may roam, 
We still remember with delight 

Our first, our brightest home ! 

Go, ask the timid bride, who has 

Pronounced the marriage tow, 
Whose prospects all are bright and &ir, 

Why she is weeping now ; 
'Tis not she doubts her husband's loye 

Or thinks that grief may come. 
But, because she leaves her early Mends 

And her childhood's happy home. 
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Go to a school, and ask the child 

Whose eyes are dim'd with tears, 
Why such deep grief oppresses her, 

TJnsuited to her years ; 
It is not that her task is harjd 

Which fills her heart with gloom, 
Oh no, it is because she leaves 

For the first time her home. 

Kow, go to the dark vault and seek • 

The captive in his cell. 
And ask if he forget the place 

Where he was wont to dwell ; 
Or ask the youth who leaves his friends 

To cross the wild sea's foam, 
What cheers him in his loneliness — 

It is a thought of home ! 

Yes, home, whatever it may be, 

A palace or a cot. 
In crowded street or lonely vale. 

Is still a hallowed spot j 
Many, in search of happiness. 

Will wildly, vainly roam. 
But better &r it is to cling 

To the loved scenes of home. 
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And if our friends are with the dead 

Who once made home so dear, 
Oh, may it teach us that we have 

No settled dwelling here ; 
Let us not cling to earth, but lift 

Our thoughts beyond the tomb. 
Where we shall meet again and share 

An everlasting home. 



1841. 
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THE WIDOWER. 



She lay upon her dying bed, her Mends were gathered 

near, 
She told them not to mourn for her, or shed one bitter tear ; 
She felt that she was passing from a world of sin and pain, 
And she prayed that in the land of bliss they all might 

meet again. 

She turned her last her dying gaze on him whose love 

had been. 
The same in sickness and in health, unchanged through 

every scene ; 
And when she saw his look of grief, his anxious tearful eye, 
And knew he wept for her, she felt it would be sad to die. 

To part from him was now the only bitterness of death. 
She could not bear to see him grieve, and with her 

dying breath 
She prayed for him, that he might be resigned when she 

was dead; 
Once more she blessed them all, and then her gentle 

spirit fled. 
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Oil, who can paint the anguish of the widowed fath^ now, 
A chillness creeps into his heart, a cloud is on his hrow; 
And though thej try to comfort him, their efforts are in 

vain. 
He thinks that he shall never see hright happj days again. 

His children kneel around him, and they lisp their 

intuit prayers, 
Oh, sorrow cannot linger long in hearts so young as theirs ; 
He throws his arms around them, and he kisses each 

fidr brow. 
And then exclaims with bitterness, '' Oh, who will guide 

them nowT 

He weeps, and his young children try to soothe hi» 

anguished heart. 
Oh, often infant lips can sweet and soothing words impart ; 
One sang the hymns her mother taught, another kissed 

his brow. 
And said '' Oh ! father, do not weep, mamma's an angel 

now." 

And one £Edr-haired and bright-eyed girl pressed closer 
to his side, 

And told him what her mother said, when her sweet 
infant died; 

She spoke to them of heavenly things, it was the spring- 
time then. 
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And flowers that in the winter died were springing up 
again. 

She told them that their brother lived in a bright world 

of bliss, 
She bade them look around and said that nature taught 

them this; 
For he who made the withered boughs again their 

blossoms bring, 
Would raise the dead again to life in an eternal spring. 

" Mamma is with her baby now," the little maiden said, 
And '* she told us not to mourn for her when she was 

with the dead ;" 
She bade us comfort you, papa, so now Til dry that tear. 
And soothe you as my mother would, if she were with 

us here. 

The &ther kissed his children, and he knelt with them 

in prayer. 
He rose, and from his brow had passed the cloud of deep 

despair ; 
He wipes away the falling tear, his little ones to please. 
Oh ! he cannot long feel sad, with such sweet comforters 

as these. 

1841. 



61 



SUCH IS LIFE. 



'TwAS mom, I saw a ship sail by, 
The sails were spread, and the clear blue sky 
Seemed to promise a day most bright and fair, 
For the sun was shining in splendour there ; 
But a storm came on, and the lightning's blast 
Bereft the ship of its towering mast, 
And the mariners, once so gay and free, 
Were wrecked ere night in the fathomless sea. 

'Twas spring, I saw a fair young tree 
Put forth its buds luxuriantly. 
And I thought superior fruit would come 
Prom such a very lovely bloom ; 
I looked again, but alas ! one night 
A frost came on and a chilling blight, 
And no ripe fruit could that fair tree bring. 
For all its blossoms were nip'd in spring. 

1^ 
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I saw a child whose rosy cheek 
Did health and length of days bespeak, 
And, as he looked in my face and smiled, 
I thought I ne'er saw so sweet a child : 
A funeral train one day passed by, 
And tears were flowing from every eye, 
And when I asked them the cause they said 
That the child I admired so much was dead. 

And such, I exclaimed, are the hopes of life. 
We dream not of sorrow, we think not of strife. 
Till we find that the fe-irest things quickly decay. 
And the brightest of blossoms so soon fade away ; 
Then let us not cling to a world like this 
When we know there's a heaven of lasting bliss. 
And let us not mourn, though our hopes here be 

riven. 
We shall find no blights, tempests, or death in 

heaven. 

1841. 
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LINES. 



Thst took thee from mj arms sweet babe, 

And laid thee on the bed. 
And I can scaroel j now beliere 
That thoa art cold and dead ; 
Thej saj that thj pore sool is free. 
And bid me not to griere for thee. 

Bat, ah, thej cannot know the grief 

Which droops m j spirits now. 
Or the anguish of m j fedings, as 
I kiss thy daj-cold brow ; 
Thej nerer lost a babe like thee, 
Oh ! 'tis in Tain thej comfort me. 

I look upon the cradle bed 
Were thon wert used to sleep, 

And, as I yiew its emptiness, 
I torn awa J and weep ; 
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Even the flowers that I see 
Bring back to me thy memory. 

I vainly thought that many years 

Of gladness would be ours, 
I hoped that thou wouldst live, my child. 
To soothe my dying hours ; 
But now thou'rt free from grief and pain, 
And I'll not wish thee back again. 

They come to bear thee to the grave, 

To take thee from my sight, 
A group of little maidens, drest 
In robes of spotless white ; 
And flowers they bring, which seem to be 
Bright emblems of thy purity. 

They come, arrayed in robes of white, 

To bear thy mortal clay, 
But angels, drest in heavenly robes, 
* Have borne thy soul away ; 
I fEinogr hosts of saints I see 
Approach with joy to welcome thee. 

Farewell, my little one, farewell, 
For thee I will not mourn. 
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Tears will not bring thee back again, 
Or bid thy soul return ; 
I know thou canst not come to me, 
But I may hope to go to thee. 

Yes, we shall meet again, sweet babe. 

In yon bright heaven of bliss, 
'Twill be my hope and comfort now, 
To think and pray for this ; 
And when I reach that world, so fair. 
Thou wilt be first to meet me there. 

1841. 
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SEARCH THE SCRIPTURES. 



OH; search the scriptures^ for they tell 
Of light, and life, and truth ; 

They promise peace to those who mind 
Religion in their youth. 

Oh, search the scriptures, for they teach 

How sins may be forgiven ; 
Oh, search the scriptures, for they show 

The way which leads to heaven. 

^Ph, search the scriptures, read and mark. 
And learn each sacred page ; 

They are a faitliful guide in youth, 
A comforter in age. 

Oh, search the scriptures, for they do 
The paths of peace declare ; 
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They teach the way wherein to walk, 
Go, learn thy duty there. 

Oh, search the scriptures every day. 

And thou wilt find they tell 
Of faith, joy, peace, love, hope, and truth ; 

Oh, search the scriptures well. 

1841. 
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PENITENCE. 



Train up a child as he should go, - 

Direct the youthful heart; 
And when the time of age arrives, 

He will not thence depart. 

And should he leave the narrow way. 
To tread the world's broad track ; 

That early training may have power 
To bring the wand'rer back. 

An aged man, of guilt and crime. 

Who many years had strayed 
From the bright path of peace, and marred 

The hopes in childhood made ; 

One sabbath morning, when the bells 
Proclaimed the hour of prayer. 

Entered the village church, and joined 
The congregation there : 
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'Twas^Eiany years since he had heard 

The notes of prayer and praise^ 
And now they brought back thoughts to him 

Of his young guiltless days, 

When he was by his mother brought 

Into that holy place, 
And taught by her to read and pray 

For mercy, peace, and grace. 

But he left her side, and all her care 

And lessons had been vain. 
Till now, tlie prayers he heard, brought back 

His mother's voice again. 

He seemed to hear her gentle tones. 

In the hymn, remembered well ; 
And that remembrance had the power. 

His wayward heart to quell. 

It was the same, the very same. 

She sang in his early years ; 
He thought of her lavished kindness. 

And was humbled unto tears. 

And the touching service roused in him. 
Feelings, that long had slept ; 
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His heart was sofibened and subdued, 
In penitence he wept. 

Oh, it is comforting to know, 
That though we may depart 

From God, yet if we turn again, 
With lowly, contrite heart ; 

That he will pardon all our sins, 
Though deep the dye may be ; 

And all have need to breathe the prayer, 
"Be merciful to me.*' 

Then never shun the contrite ones, 
But comfort, soothe, and bless ; 

Angels rejoice when sinners turn. 
From sin to righteousness. .. 

And oh, shall man — vain, erring man — 
Whose steps are prone to stray, 

Despise the sinner, when he turns, 
From his ungodly way 1 

Jesus himself breathes words of peace. 
When contrite sinners bow ; 

Go thou, and do as he has done, 
Comfort and guide them now. 

1841. 
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LINES. 



Consitmption's hue was on her cheek, 

Its lustre in her eye, 
And her wasting form each day announced 

That she was doomed to die ; 
Still our fond care, we vainly hoped. 

Would her dear life prolong. 
But, ah, she felt that death was near, 

And told us we were wrong. 

We tended her from day to day 

She £uled more and more. 
And every time she woke from sleep 

Felt weaker than before ; 
But still her spirits never drooped. 

She never breathed a sigh. 
Or once expressed a wish to live. 

She was prepared to die. 
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She called us to her side and bless'd 

Us with her dying breath, 
And the smile upon her lips proclaimed 

That she found peace in death ; 
We did not shed one bitter tear 

When her pure spirit fled, 
We even offered up our thanks 

That the fair girl was dead. 

We gathered round the bed once more. 

We kissed her once again. 
And, as they bore her hence, we felt 

That she was happy then ; 
And often in the twilight hour 

When scarce a flower stirs. 
We pray that our last end may be 

As full of peace as hers. 



1841. 
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LINES. 



I WISH I had wings, sweet bird, like thee, 
I would not then flit from tree to tree ; 
But I'd fly to yon heaven, so bright and fair, 
For my mother tells me my sister is there. 

rd wing my flight to those mansions of rest. 
Where she tells me my sister is happy and blest ; 
But I cannot now fancy her joyous and free. 
For she ne'er was so happy when absent from me. 

I remember how oft when the weather was clear, 
We searched for the violets the first of the year ; 
And now they are springing in wood, vale, and glen. 
And I want my sweet sister to search there again. 

I wish I could see her, I've so much to tell 

Of the garden and flowers, she once loVd so well ; 
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The moss rose has blossomed, the lily is dead, 
And Fye planted forget-me-not there in its stead. 

I wander alone through the wood where we played, 
And gather &esh moss for the grotto we made ; 
But though that sweet spot is as lovely and &ir, 
I cannot play now, for my sister's not there. 

'Tis her birth-day, last year I gathered her flowers 
Which grew by the side of her own favorite bowers ; 
And though she received better gifts from the rest, 
She said she liked my simple offering the best 

Oh, if I had wings, I would fly to her now. 

For I've gathered a garland to place on her brow. 

Composed of her flowers so lovely and fair. 

And which, for her sake, I have tended with care. 

But my mother oft tells me the flowers in that sphere 
Where my sister now dwells, blossom brighter than 

here; 
That they fade not, but constantly fresh odours fling, 
There's no winter to blight them, 'tis one changeless 
spring. 

Then she tells me that this life will quidkly be o'er, 
And that if I am good I shall see her once more ; 
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That we never shall part in that heavenly home, 
But live and love always : would that time were come ! 

Oh, I wish I had wings, sweet bird, like thee, 

I would not then flit from tree to tree ; 

But I'd fly to the heaven so bright and fair. 

And I'd bring back my sister, or stay with her there. 

1842. 
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A YOUNG BRIDE'S ADDRESS TO HER 
HUSBAND. 



Oh, let me bid my friends farewell, 

And then I'll go with thee, 
And thou shalt take me to thj home 

Wherever that may be ; 
And though my eyes are dim'd with tears 

Yet do not think, I pray. 
That I repent the solemn vow 

Which I have made to-day. 

Oh, do not think I weep, because 

I fear to go with thee. 
Oh, do not think I weep lest time 

Should change thy love for me ; 
Believe me, 'tis not doubts or fears 

Which cause my tears to flow. 
It is because from those I love 

With a sad heart I go. 
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I know that thou wilt be as kind 

As they have been, but yet 
I cannot leave them all without 

A feeling of regret ; 
And my childhood's home, where I have passed 

So many hours of glee, 
I cannot leave, without a sigh. 

Even to go with thee. 

Thou wouldst not like to see me part 

From friends so kind as they, 
And whom I may not see again 

With feelings light and gay ; 
Thou wouldst not like to see me leave 

Without a tear or sigh. 
The spot where I have passed my life 

Prom earliest infancy. 

I know thou wouldst not love me then, 

For it would seem to be 
A token that sometime I should 

Transfer my love from thee ; 
But mine is not a love like this, 

'Tis changeless, pure and deep : 
Then do not chide me for my tears. 

But let me freely weep. 
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There, it is past^ and I can now 

In love for thee, resign 
The treasured scenes of early youth, 

And my loved home for thine ; 
IVe bidden all my friends farewell, 

My tears have ceased to flow, 
Come, take me to my ^ture home, 

I'm ready now to go. 

1842. 
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THE BRIDAL. 



I SAW them at the altar stand, 

I heard the vow which bound them, 
I saw a loved and loving band 

Of friends and kindred round them ; 
My heart felt sad, I turned and wept, 

I could not check the feeling, 
But something o'er my spirit crept 

Their future fette revealing. 

It seemed to whisper that a life 

Of gladness was before them, 
That clouds of sorrow, care, and strife. 

Would never gather o'er them ; 
And as I saw the sun's bright rays 

In the blue sky appearing, 
They seemed sweet emblems that their days 

Would be as bright and cheering. 
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I saw them when the rite was done, 

I heard kind yoioes greet them, 
I saw a group of friends move on 

With joyous steps to meet them ; 
Tears have passed on, no touch of care 

Their early love has blighted, 
And now I feel how blest they were 

In being then united. 

1842. 
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GATHER FLOWERS. 



Gather bright flowers to strew 

Over my bed, 
That I may breathe the sweet 
Fragrance they shed ; 
Soon shall I go from here 
Unto a brighter sphere ; 
But shed no bitter tear 
When I am dead. 

Gather wild flowers, they spring 

In every glade, 
Life, human life, is by 
Flowers display'd ; 
Scarcely have they their birth, 
Ere they depart from earth, 
And what is our life worth ? 
*Tis a vain shade. 
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Gather jcmng flowers to ded^ 

My eailj tomb. 
Let not jour hearts be filled 
With grief and gloom ; 
Think, as the flowers decaj, 
I shall not be as the j, 
Fated to hde awaj, 
But in eternal day 
Brighter shall bloouL 



1842. 
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MY MOTHER'S GRAVE. 



My mother's grave^ I often go 

To visit that sweet spot, 
And tend the flowers I planted there, 

The blue forget-me-not ; 
The roses and the lilies there. 

Their fragrant blossoms wave, 
And shed their mild and sweet perfume, 

Upon my mother's grave. 

My mother's grave, when she was laid 

Within its precincts, first. 
My sorrow w^as so wild and deep, 

I thought my heart would burst ; 
But years have passed and soothed the grief. 

Which made my senses rave. 
And I can look with calmness now, 

Upon my mother's grave. 
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Mj mother's grave, I often kneel 

Upon the turf, in prayer, 
For a holy feeling seems to steal 

Upon my spirit, there ; 
The good she did, the words she said. 

And the lessons that she gave. 
All crowd upon me, as I kneel 

Beside my mother's grave. 

My mother's grave, she rests in peace, 

From care and suffering, free, 
And it would be a sin to wish 

Her back again to me ; 
I am content that she is gone. 

And this is all I crave, 
That when I*m dead, they'll bury me 

Beside my mother's grave. 



I 



1842. 
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THE WIDOW. 



She sits alone in her chamber now, 
Her hand is placed on her aching brow, 
Her cap conceals her once beautiful hair, 
And her heart is oppressed with sorrow and care ; 
She thinks of her fatherless children and creeps 
To the cradle-bed, where the youngest sleeps, 
She stoops and in sadness she kisses its brow, 
For she knows she alone must care for it now. 

'Tis the hour when her husband used to come 
From his daily toil to his cheerful home. 
She was always the first to welcome him there 
And soothe with her smiles his brow of care ; 
And now she must take her evening food 
In silence, and sadness, and solitude : 
No wonder she sits with her hand on her brow, 
No wonder the widow feels desolate now. 
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I remember her well when drest as a bride 
How he led her home with affectionate pride, 
He little thought then that the time would soon come 
When he should be laid in the cold dark tomb : 
She is left alone in sadness and tears. 
There is no one to sha^ her trials and fears. 
There is no one to soothe her aching brow, 
Oh, my heart is sad for the widow now. 

1842. 
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LINES 

TO THE LOYBD MEXOBY OV A BBOTHEB WHO DIED NOV. 9, 1842, 
AGED TWENTT-TWO TEABS, SUaOESTED BT VISDIVQ, AFTEB HI& 
DEATH, A BOOK BEABINQ THE NEEDLESS THOUGH APPBOPBIATS 
TITLE, "THIITK OF ME I" 



Think of thee ! yes, dear brother, I shall often think of 

thee. 
And the many little acts of love which thou hast shown 

to me; 
m think of much that thou hast done, of much that 

thou hast said. 
And it will help to comfort me now thou art with the dead. 

My thoughts go back to by-gone years, when thou wert 

quite a child. 
And I fimcy that I see thee now, so quiet and so mild ; 
I see thee hastening to school with footsteps gay and light. 
And again I seem to welcome thee on thy return at night. 
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Thought passes on, I see thee now prepared to leave thy 

home, 
Thy mother's care, thy sisters' smiles, through other 

scenes to roam; 
It was a trial to us all, and our chief pleasure then 
Was looking forward to the time when we should meet 

again. 

Mj thoughts are stiU on thee, and now I think I see 

thee yet 
Eetuming home, consumption's seal upon thy features set; 
Thy sickness, borne so patiently, endeared thee to us more 
Than all thy by-gone years of health had ever done before. 

Thought wanders on, my brother, I see thee dying now, 
I see again the change of death pass o'er thy lips and brow ; 
It was an awful moment but, although so sad to me, 
I welcomed it, because I felt it brought sweet peace to thee. 

Thy head was resting on my hand when thy spirit 

winged its flight 
Away from earth, and entered into realms of heavenly 

light; 
Its entrance into scenes of bliss e'en fancy cannot trace. 
Eye hath not seen, nor heart conceived, the glories of 

that place. 
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But one thought more, my brother, and then all view of 

thee. 
As £ir as earthly things are seen, hath passed away 

£rom me ; 
It brings me to the closing scene, where the funeral rites 

were paid. 
And thou in thy last resting-place, the silent grave wert 

laid. 

Again, I fancy that I hear the solemn-tolling bell 
Which summoned thee away from us, and seemed to say 

ferewell; 
Again, I see thee borne along beneath the sable pall. 
But, oh ! 'twas very long ere I could realize it all. 

The wind blew o'er thy coffin, I could scarcely bear to see 
The fluttering pall, although I knew it could not injure 

thee; 
We had shielded thee so anxiously from e'en the 

slightest blast. 
And it seemed to give me pain that it should blow o'er 

thee at last. 

They lowered thee in the grave, and now again I seem 

to hear 
The funeral prayers, in which there is so much to soothe 

and cheer ; 
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Oh, who would selfishly repine and weep, when frien 

they love 
Are taken from the ills of life to endless joys above. 

We mourned, but it was for ourselves, we could n 

grieve for thee. 
For we felt that thou wert happy then, from care ai 

suffering free ; 
We left thy body in the tomb, with a hope not lig! 

and vain. 
But a sure and certain one that it would rise to life agai 

Farewell, farewell, my brother, we shall meet on ear 

no more. 
We shall not watch for thy return, as we have done befor 
Yet this one joyful hope is left, to give our spirits glee 
That, though thou canst not come to us, yet, we may { 

to thee. 

Jakuast, 1843. 
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LINES, 

WBIITEN ON THE OOOASION OF THE DEATH OF A LITTLE NIECE, 

WHO DIED SEPT. 30, 1848, AOED THREE YEABS 

AND SEVEN MONTHS. 

"/« U well vnth the Child V 

Was it well with the child in this world of woe, 

Where trials and sorrows abound % 
Was it well with the child where vanity reigns 

And vexation of spirit is found ? 
Was it well with the child in this wilderness. 

With its torrents and tempests wild, 
Amidst the rough waves of this troublesome world, 

Oh, say — ^was it well with the child % 

Was it well with the child ? — ^we deemed it so, 

As she tarried awhile upon earth, 
And we gazed with rapture upon her then. 

And rejoiced in her innocent mirth ; 
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There was such a sweet expression of peace 
Which beamed in her face, when she smiled. 

Such a joyous gleam in her mild blue eyes, 
That we thought — ^it was well with the child. 

Was it well with the child ? no, it could not be here. 

Or He, who all good things hath given, 
Would not have seen fit to have taken away. 

And called her pure spirit to heaven : 
It could not have been well had she lingered on earth. 

Though we thought her so gentle and mild. 
Yet she could not escape from life's evils ; but, now, 

Oh, we know — ^it is well with the child. 

Is it well with the child 1 she is gone from earth 

To heaven, where all things are well. 
Where sadness and sorrows are known no more. 

And where pleasures eternal dwell ; 
She is free from the trials and cares of life. 

And from sin, which here defiled. 
And we in the midst of our grief will rejoice. 

For we know — ^it is well with the child. 

It is well with the child — ^is it well with us. 

As our tears of sorrow flow ? 
Yes, if the affiction be sanctified, 

It is well that it should be so : 
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Yet, we will not mourn, as those without hope, 

With a grief so deep and wild, 
But pray that it all may be well with ourselves. 

As we know it is well with the chUd. 

OCTOBEB, 1848. 
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LINES 



'' Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, whoBe mind is stayed 
on thee." — ISAIAH, chap. xzvi. verse 3. 



Oh, precious are the promises 

Which God to man hath given, 
To cheer and comfort him on earth 

And guide his steps to heaven ; 
But none more beautiful than this. 

Though many such there be, 
" Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, 

Whose mind is stayed on thee !'* 

Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace 

Through scenes of care and strife, 
Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace 

Amidst the storms of life j 
And, while all other hearts are tossed 

Like to a troubled sea, 
" Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, 

Whose mind is stayed on thee." 
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It matters not, should trials come 

Or heavy griefs befall, 
It matters not, he will be kept 

In perfect peace through all ; 
In peace with God, in peace with man, 

From selfish tumults free ; 
" Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, 

Whose mind is stayed on thee." 

And when the awful time arrives 

That life to him must cease. 
Though sad the hour, he will be led 

Through death's dark vale in peace ; 
In life or death, in weal or woe, 

Whate'er his lot may be, 
'' Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, 

Whose mind is stayed on thee.** 

Oh, who would not this peace possess 

And make the Lord his stay. 
This peace, which nought on earth can give, 

Nor yet can take away ; 
Then this the pure and fervent prayer 

Of every heart should be — 
Lord, keep thou me in perfect peace, 

Oh, stay my mind on thee. 

1848. 



96 



BY-GONE DAYS. 



Thb happy days when we were young. 

We love to think of, yet. 
Oh, who would ever willingly. 

That pleasant time forget ; 
The future, then, we gaily deck'd 

With joys delightful rays. 
And all looked bright and beautiful 

To us, in by-gone days. 

We did not think of sorrow then, 

Adversity, or strife. 
Of dangers all must brave, who tread 

The chequered path of life ; 
But often now the starting tear, 

Some hidden grief betrays. 
Oh, life is not the joyous scene 

It seemed in by-gone days. 
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We might have had our childish griefe, 

Our childish quarrels too^ 
But sorrows then were transient ones, 

And our disputes were few ; 
The memory will not them recall, 

As she the past surveys, 
She only hrings back what was fair, 

In those sweet by-gone days. 

'Tis true that after-life may bring 

Some pleasures, to beguile, 
'Tis true that manhood has its joys, 

And womanhood its smile ; 
Each stage of life we journey through. 

Some happiness displays. 
But it does not seem so unalloyed 

As in those by-gone days. 

And if our life has been a scene 

Of trustMness and truth. 
Who is there that has never mourned 

Some friend of early youth ; 
We may have many still to love. 

May still tread pleasure's maze. 
But memory, will wander back 

To joys of by-gone days. 

1849. 
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WOMAN'S SPHERK 



Oh, say not, oh, think not, that woman's sphere 
Is a scene of nought but dependence and fear. 
That her gentle spirit would neyer bear 
To be heaTilj pressed with sorrow and care ; 
That manhood alone, must endure the strife. 
The dangers, the hardships, and iUs of life ; 
Oh, say not that she has no influence here, 
For great are the duties of woman's sphere. 

She may not be seen in ambition's race. 
Seeking promotion, or power, or place. 
She will not be found in the paths of fame, 
Nor with those who the wreath of victory claim ; 
She does not attempt, with ferror and zeal 
To employ herself, for her country's weal. 
Does not with the votaries of science appear. 
These, are not the duties of woman's sphere. 



woman's sphere. 99 

'Tis her lot to attend the sufferer's bed, 
To moisten the lips, and to bathe the head, 
To whisper sweet hopes, of joy and peace 
In another life, when this shall cease ; 
'Tis hers, when the spirit hath passed away. 
To the sad surviyors, kind words to say. 
To soften the grief, and to dry the tear. 
These, these are the duties of woman's sphere. 

'Tis her lot to direct the steps of youth 
In the fair and beautiful paths of truth. 
To teach to childhood each lesson and prayer. 
And its morab to train with pious care ; 
The helpless infant to nurse and guide. 
And all its innocent wants provide : 
These home employments, so simple and dear. 
Are the hallowed duties of woman's sphere. 

'Tis often her lot to comfort and share 

The sorrows which manhood finds hard to bear ; 

'Tis hers, when the hour of trial appears. 

To enliven his hopes and dispel his fears ; 

To prove herself, amidst trouble and strife, 

A patient, gentle, devoted wife. 

Her husband's vexations to soften and cheer : 

Oh, these are the duties of woman's sphere. 
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Her mfluenoe lingers on all around. 

There is not a spot where it is not found ; 

In the prinoel J palace, the humble oot, 

The lofty estate and the lowlj lot, 

Where'er there are children to teach and hless^ 

Or seasons of sickness, care or distress ; 

Oh, the spirit of love is ever near. 

To hallow the duties of w(«nan's sphere. 

Mat, 1849. 
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THE THREE LOCKS OP HAIR 



Thb memory of the dead is shrined 

In many a simple thing, 
There's scarce a scene through which we pass 

But doth their image bring ; 
A flower they loved, a book they read. 

Or a sport they used to share, 
But nothing strikes us with such force 

As a cherished lock of hair. 

It is the only thing we have 

Which was a part of them. 
No wonder that we treasure it 

As a highly valued gem ; 
All else is cradled in the grave 

And by corruption nursed. 
But that remains as bright and fair 

As when 'twas severed first. 
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And these three locks, what precious friends 

Do they bring back to mind ; 
The brown one is a relic fair 

Of a brother, good and kind ; 
And this recalls a sister, dear. 

This, a maiden, fair and mild, 
The auburn, from the mother's hair. 

The golden, from her child. • 

It may be, that the world, because 

My heart seems light and gay. 
May fancy, all remembrance now 

Of them, hath passed away ; 
Time doth not bring forgetfulness, 

Though it soothe our grief and care, 
And valued links in mem'ry's chain, 

Are these three locks of hair. 

They bring back sweet remembrances, 

When we were young and gay. 
Ere my brother's light and joyous smile. 

Had passed from earth away ; 
And my sister dear, — no monitor 

Like one of her bright curls. 
Could bring back scenes of by-gone days, 

When she and I were girls. 
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And this fiEtir lock of golden hue, 

What pleasant thoughts it brings 
Of an infant fair^ whose memory 

Close to my fond heart clings ; 
A very few bright, blissful years, 

Were to her portion given. 
And then, she passed from earth and joined 

Her mother dear, in heaven. 

They sleep together, side by side, 

Within the church-yard lone. 
Their simple graves are all unmarked, 

By monument or stone ; 
But firmly graven on my heart. 

Where none may trace, or see. 
Is deeply, lastingly enshrined. 

Their blissful memory. 

Oh, oft a word may touch the heart, 

And sweet remembrance bring. 
For the mem'ry of the dead is shrined 

In many a simple thing ; 
And pleasant thoughts of by-gone scenes. 

In which they used to share. 
Are brought back to my mind again. 

By these three locks of hair. 

1850. 
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THOENS AND FLOWERS. 



Mamma, you told me God hath made 

All things in earth and air, 
And when he rested from his works, 

Pronounced them good and fair ; 
I know all pleasant things are good, 

Which this bright world adorns, 
This rose is beautiful, but oh. 

Why did God make the thorns ? 

I've watched the flower from day to day. 

Expand its petals wide. 
Of all that in our garden grows. 

It was my pet and pride ; 
And when to gather it, mamma. 

Close by the tree I stood. 
The thorns ran in my fingers so. 

How can the thorns be good 1 
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God did at first make all things good, 

But when man learned to sin, 
Then sorrow, thorns, and death, mj child, 

Together, entered in ; 
And though he sent his Son, to save 

Our souls, from death and pain. 
Yet, for some purpose wise and good, 

Sorrow and thorns remain. 

That rose has heen jour idol, love, 

I've watched you many an hour. 
Expending all your thoughts and time. 

Upon that lovely flower ; 
You did not lift your heart, I fear. 

In thankfulness to heaven. 
Nor praise his great and glorious name. 

Who all good things hath given. 

And so you felt the thorns, my child. 

Which God hath planted there? 
They cling to every thing on earth. 

However hright and fair ; 
But if those thorns should be the means 

To lead your thoughts above. 
Though they are sharp and painful now, 

Yet are they sent in love. 
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Just 80, the thorns of life, my child, 

Are scattered in our road, 
To keep us in the narrow way 

And lead our souls to Gx>d ; 
A flowery path would he too bright. 

We should not wish for heaven ; 
And so, to wean our thoughts from earth. 

The thorns of life are given. 

Afflictions, love, are bitter thorns, 

Too hard almost to bear. 
But yet their sharpness may be soothed 

By patience, £Eiith, and prayer ; 
And if, through them, a crown of life 

In heaven your brow adorns. 
How you will bless the Hand, my child. 

Which sent those precious thorns. 

Then, if in fixture years, my love. 

The thorns should sharply press, 
Oh, murmur not, but pray to God 

To sanctify and bless ; 
And when he pours his blessings down 

And gives you brighter hours, 
B;ejoice, that He who sends the thorns 

Doth not withhold the flowers. 

May, 1850. 
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LINES, 



WRITTEN IN THE ALBITM OF A FRIEND^ ON HER 
LEAVING ENOLAND. 



You ask me, lore, to trace some lines, 

Before we say farewell, 
That on your mind in other lands 

My memory may dwell ; 
'Tis sweet to know remembrance lives 

Upon a distant shore, 
But, oh, 'tis saddened by the thought 

That we may meet no more. 

I would not check your ardour, love. 

Or damp your spirits gay. 
Nor would I from your dazzling hopes 

Diminish one bright ray : 
No ! I would rather utter words 

Your enterprise to bless. 
That every fond and anxious wish 

May meet with sweet success. 
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It matters not beneath what skies 

Is cast our earthly lot. 
Whether upon our native land 

Or on some distant spot ; 
If happiness and sweet content 

Attend us as we roam, 
And those we love are with us still, 

No matter where our home. 

Then, when far off in distant lands 

Your future home is found, 
When fortune smiles and you behold 

Your household ties around ; 
When new-found Mends and new-formed hopes 

Combine to raise your bliss. 
Then think sometimes upon the friends 

You left behind in this. 

1851. 
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SOLOMON'S PRAYER 

AT THE DEDICATION OF THE TEMPLE, FBOM THE EIGHTH 
CHAPTER OF THE FIRST BOOK OF KINGS. 



Lord, have respect unto the prayer, 

Oh, hearken to the cry. 
List to the supplication made 

Li truth and purity ; 
And when thy people bend in prayer 

Do thou their prayer receive, 
Hear thou in heaven, thy dwelling-place, 

And when thou hear'st, forgive. 

If one should trespass or offend 

Against his neighbour's laws. 
Hear thou in heaven, thy dwelling-place. 

And judge the righteous cause ; 
And when thy people are cast down 

And enemies deceive 
Because they sinned, yet if they turn 

And pray, then, Lord, forgive. 
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When heaven is shut, and for some sin 

Thou dost withhold the shower ; 
Lord, if they pray toward this thy place 

And do confess thy power, 
If they lift up their hearts to thee 

And for their sin should grieve, — 
Hear thou in heaven, thy dwelling-place. 

And when thou hear'st, forgive. 

If there be &inine in the land, 

Or pestilence, or blight, 
K mildew, sickness, or disease. 

Or enemies to fight ; 
When they spread forth their hands in prayer 

Oh, bid thy servants live, 
Hear thou in heaven, thy dwelling-plac^ 

And when thou hear'st, forgive. 

And if a stranger to this land 

Towards this thy house should pray. 
Hear thou in heaven, Lord, nor turn 

Thy countenance away ; 
And if thy people, distant &r. 

Unto some sin should cleave. 
Yet, when they pray, hear thou in heaven. 

And when thou hear'st, forgive. 
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If they should sin, and who is there 

On earth that sinneth not, 
Or if they should be captive led 

Far from this favoured spot, 
Maintain their cause ; and when they pray, 

And do their trespass leave, 
Hear thou in heaven, thy dwelling-place, 

And when thou hear'st, forgive. 



Such was the prayer of Solomon 

When he the Temple made. 
And God did hearken to his words 

According as he prayed ; 
For though the rebel Israelites 

His spirit oft did grieve, 
Yet, when they turned and prayed to him, 

He heard, and did forgive. 

His dwelling-place is still in heaven, 

From thence he hears us pray. 
And from a lowly, contrite heart 

Will never turn away ; 
If we but sorrow for our sin, ' 

And in his Son believe. 
In mercy he will hear our prayer. 

In mercy will forgive. 

Mat 2kd, 1851. 



IT IS GOOD TO BE HERE. 



Oh, for the wings of a dove, to fly 
To a place of rest, was the Psalmist's cry ; 
And who, with sorrow and pain oppressed, 
Would not fly away, to be at rest ? 
When our hopes are blighted that once seemed Mr, 
When our hearts are heavy with grief and care, 
When those are departed we once held dear, 
We ask of ourselves — What doest thou here ? 

What doest thou here ? oh, what is this life 
But a scene of perpetual change and strife i 
Many might utter the Prophet's cry, 
" Now, Lord, take my life, 'tis enough, let me die ;" 
Yet, oh, this short race will be quickly run, 
It is better to say — " Lord, thy will be done ; " 
Our lot on earth may be dark and drear. 
Yet, if 'tis thy will, it is good to be here. 
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It is good to 1)6 here, that our faith may be tried 
As gold in the fire, to be purified ; 
Oh, why so anxious to be at rest. 
Since the Lord's appointed time is best ? 
Though some friends are gone to the worid of bliss. 
There are others to claim our love in this ; 
And while there is one whom our presence may cheer. 
Or our influence guide, it is good to be here. 

It is good to be here, though sorrows abound, 
Yet numberless blessings and pleasures are found. 
Though heaviness may endure for a night, 
Yet joy will come with the morning light ; 
And when our life is with happiness blest, 
Let us remember this is not our rest ; 
Yet, oh, till that longed-for rest shall appear, 
Lord, t^ach us to feel it is good to be here. 

May, 1851. 
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CONFIRMATION. 



' Come, and let us jda ourselves to the Lord in a perpetual 
Covenant thai diall not be forgotten." 

Jeremiaik, e. 1., v. 5. 



Comb, join thyself xinto the Lord, 

In confirmation's vow j 
Make a perpetual covenant, 

With the Almighty now. 

A covenant that through thy life. 

Shall not forgotten be ; 
A covenant that will endure 

To all eternity.' 

'Twas made, when on thy infant brow 
Was signed the christian sign ; 

When thou, a sinftil child of wrath, 
Wert made an heir divine. 
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It bound thee, soldier, unto Christ, 

Whose banner is unfurl'd ; 
Most manfully to fight 'gainst sin. 

The devil, and the world. 

It bound thee, also, to believe 

The creed of christian faith ; 
To keep God's holy will and laws. 

And walk therein till death. 

See what a solemn promise, then, 

Profession, too, and vow. 
Was made for thee, which thou art called 

To take upon thee now. 

Thou art a soldier of the cross. 

Oh, arm thee for the strife ; 
Press on for vict'ry, the reward 

Will be eternal life. 

Thou canst not in this warfare speed. 

Unaided and alone ; 
Jesus, thy leader, will be there, 

To gird thy armour on. 

Continue, now, in prayer to God, 
The Lord of power and might ; 
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And he will grant thee inward strength. 

To conquer in the fight ^ 

For this, hell give the shield of fidth^ j 

And place upon thy brow ^ 

The helmet of salvation there, "^ 

If thou wilt ask him now. -4 

He, too, will give the Spirit's sword. 

The word of God, to bless ; 
Provide for thee a breastplate sure, 

Of truth and righteousness. 

Then fear not, for thy slippery feet 

Shall be securely shod 
Amidst that warj&re, with the love 

And gospel peace of God. 

Thus armed, go forth unto the fight. 

Which conflict will not cease 
Till life is o'er, and God in heaven 

Proclaims a lasting peace. 

Then the Redeemer of mankind. 

Who saved thee in the strife, 
Will place upon thy brow, a crown 

Of everlasting life. 
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The Holy Spirit, too, will shed 

His sanctifying grace, 
And make thee meet inheritor 

Of that most glorious place. 

Gome, join thyself unto the Lord, 
Seal thy baptismal vow ; 

And Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
Will bless, save; guide thee now. 



JULT, 1851. 
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Lady, they say thou wilt be a wife 

Ere a few short weeks are ended^ 
That thy portion of weal or woe in life 

Will be with another's blended ; 
Oh, hast thou considered the matter well, 

In filling the place of another ? 
Or the deep and responsible cares that dwell 

With the lot of a second mother 1 

Thou may'st be gentle, and good, and kind, 

Thy duties with care fulfilling. 
But the weakness of many a prejudiced mind 

May be baneful things instilling 
In each youthful heart, where love should beam 

With a child-like grace and beauty, 
And such sad influence oft may seem 

To be marring thy well-meant duty. 
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And how wilt thou feel when thou first art led 

To the place of thy future dwelling, 
Will not sad thoughts of the once loved dead 

Be all things else expelling 1 
Thy husband, perchance, with a husband's pride, 

May murmur a husband's blessing. 
But his thoughts may be on his first fair bride. 

And such thoughts be his words suppressing. 

To make thee happy, and joyous, and blest, 

May be his fond endeavour. 
But, doubt not, his thoughts will frequently rest 

On her who is gone for ever ; 
Then, if sometimes down that manly cheek 

A tear of emotion is stealing. 
Sweet kindly words of sympathy speak. 

But chide not nor check the feeling. 

Perchance in thy heart many slights may dwell. 

And thou must the feeling smother, 
If thou wouldst perform the duties well 

Of a second wife and mother ; 
Yet, go, there is needed a wife's fond care 

And a mother's kind protection : 
Then go — and prefer to heaven a prayer, 

For a blessing on thy connection. 

185L 
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LINES ON NEW YEAR'S DAY, 1852. 



We have entered another year to-day, 

The last for ever hath passed away ; 

It is gone with its records of guilt and crime. 

To be recalled at the end of time ; 

It is gone with its records of humble trust, 

And faith and love, for the good and just : 

Oh, let us now linger a moment here. 

And recall our deeds of the by-gone year. 

What have we done for God, who gave 

His Son for us, our souls to save ? 

Have we praised his name for all blessings given 1 

Have we laid up treasure safe in heaven 1 

Or have we sought only for treasure on earth. 

Which will rust and corrupt, and be nothing worth 

In a dying hour, then, well may we fear 

To review the events of the by-gone year. 
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If any have wronged us, are they forgiven. 
E'en as we hope for forgiveness in heaven 1 
Have we fed the hungry, strengthened the weak 1 
Have we dried the tears from the mourner's cheek ? 
Have we tended the sick, rememb nng the word, 
" Ye have done it to me," of our blessed Lord ? 
Oh, if we have not, most sad and drear 
Will our records be of the by-gone year. 

But, if we have done this in faith and love 
For our Saviour's sake, who reigns above. 
Have borne our burdens with cheerful part. 
Have cherished a lowly and contrite heart ; 
Oh, if our experience now can tell 
That we have not been weary in doing well. 
Have fainted not in our duties here, 
Then blest are our deeds of the by-gone year. 

Now, glance at the future, ah, who can say 

We shall live till another New Year's Day ? 

Many, whose hearts with hope beat high, 

Will close the year in eternity ! 

Not the aged alone will be borne to the tomb, 

But the young and the gay, in their beauty and bloom, 

Will be summoned before their Judge to appear, 

Ere the closing hour of this new-bom year. 
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How earnestly, then, should we watch and pray. 
Now in the time while 'tis called to-day 1 
Yes, now should our prayers to God be addressed 
That if he grant life, tliat life may be blessed ; 
And, if not, we know by his holy word, 
That bless'd are the dead who die in the Lord : 
Then, if God thus bless us, we need not fear. 
If we see not the close of this new-born year. 

Januabt lar, 1852. 
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^ And now abideth fiuth, hope, charity, these three, but the 
greatest of these is charity." — 1 Cor, xv. 13. 



Faith, Hope and Charity stood beside 
A young child's couch, and proposed to guide 
His wandering steps through danger and strife, 
And conduct him safe to eternal life : 

Tet Faith was weak in his eariy years, 
And Hope was frequently dimmed with tears ; 
But Charity, true to her trust did prove. 
And guided him then by a mother^s love. 

When tempted in childhood's days to stray 
From the heavenly path, the narrow way. 
To tread in the world's broad-beaten track, 
A mother's love would allure him back. 

And, in after years when Faith would &il 
And Hope but whisper a flattering tale. 
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Sweet Charity, in some gaise, would come 
And lead him on to his promised home. 

She might oome as a maiden, £ur and mild. 
She might oome as a lovely and much-loTed child ; 
No matter what form she chose to wear. 
Her name still was LoTe and he her care. 

She was often arrayed in affliction's dress, 
And feelings of doubt would his mind oppress ; 
Then Faith would appear to his wondering eyes. 
And show him that sorrow was love in disguise. 

She would come when all earthly joys were past, 
And a heavenly radiance o'er him cast ; 
Then Faith would point with her finger above. 
And Hope would tell of a Saviour's love. 

And when on the bed of sickness laid. 

Faith, Hope, and Charity lent their aid ; 

And though Faith might be feeble and Hope seem 

dim. 
Yet Love, strong as death, was true to him. 

It was Love that directed Faith on high. 
It was Love pointed Hope beyond the sky ; 
These attended his couch till his latest breath. 
And guided him safe through the valley of deatL 
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But, oh ! wHen the last sad scene was o'er, 
Faith and Hope spread their wings and were seen 

no more ; 
These do not exist in the reahns of light, 
There Hope is fimition, and Faith is sight. 

But Charity, Love, is ever sure. 
And will for ever in heaven endure ; 
Though prophecies fail and tongues may cease. 
Love will ever exist in the realms of peace. 

Let us earnestly pray to the Father above, 
For the blessings of Faith, and Hope, and Love ; 
We know that still abideth these three. 
But the greatest of these is Charity. 

March, 1852. 
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[The following Pieces were suggested by Subjects in a painted 
Window, from Vicarage.] 

JesoA appearing to Mary in the Garden, 

Wht weepest thou % the voice 

Seemed strange to Mary's ear, 
She little thought that he 

So deeply mourned, wa3 near ; 
He spoke again, she turned 

And in her heart there came 
A feeling of deep joy, 

For Jesus breathed her name. 

Why weepest thou ? the words 

To mourners may be said, 
Who with such bitter tears 

Lament the loved ones dead ; 
If we could lift the veil 

That hides them from our sight, 
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How would our feelings change 
To rapturous delight. 

Why weepest thou 1 look up 

With faith's all-seeing eye, 
And thou wilt surely view 

Jesus, the Saviour, nigh ; 
He waits to breathe thy name, 

To soothe thy sorrow now. 
Tell all thy griefe to him. 

And say, why weepest thou ? 

Why weepest thou ? we know 

'Tis but a few short years 
At most, that we shall live 

In this dark vale of tears ; 
And, oh ! what rapture then 

When the brief time is o'er, 
If Jesus breathe our name 

And bid us weep no more. 



Jestis hlessmg the Bread, 

Jesus, our Saviour, blessed the bread. 
And to his loved disciples said 
Eat, in remembrance of me ; 
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And when his thanks were offered up, 
He in like manner took the cup, 

Drink this, my blood is shed for thee. 

As often as we do this here, 

And with a lively faith draw near, 

According to his holy word ; 
Humble ourselves to God above. 
And live in unity and love, 

So we remember Christ the Lord. 

And when on earth he comes again 
With all his glorious heavenly train. 

His welcome words to us will be — 
" Come, for your sins are all forgiven, 
I have remembered you in heaven. 

Since ye on earth remembered me." 



Jem» and ike Disciples at Emnvaus, 

Abide with us, the day is far gone. 

And the dark'ning shadows of night draw on. 

Abide with us till the morning fisdr, 

And thus they constrained him to tarry there. 

He abode with them, and he blessed the bread. 
And their souls with heavenly sustenance fed. 
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Their darkened eyes by his power made light, 
Then vanished away from their wondering sight. 

Abide with us, Lord, we still may say, 
Our night is at hand, far spent our day ; 
Enlighten our eyes and control our will. 
Increase our faith, and abide with us still. 

Abide with ils now, while on earth we rest, 
A loved, and honoured, and welcome guest ; 
And when, through thy merits, our souls are free, 
We in heaven above shall abide with Thee. 



Faith, Charity/, Hope. 

What is our faith ? do we really believe 

The important truths we profess to receive ? 

In the Father Almighty, in Jesus his Son, 

And in all the amazing works he hath done ? 

In the grace which the Holy Spirit imparts. 

Of sanctification upon our hearts ? 

Do we cling to the cross in danger and strife. 

And believe in the joy of eternal life ? 

K we do, let us breathe to heaven a prayer 

To increase our fiuth, and still guide it there. 
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What is our Iotc ? do we now fuMl 

Ther duties religion doth instil ^ 

To bear with each other, and all agree 

In the actions of christian charitj ? 

Which envieth not nor seeketh her own, 

Is kind, and by truth and long-suffering known ) 

Do we set our affections on things aboye, 

And rejoice in the hope of a Saviour's loye ? 

K we do, let us breathe to heayen a prayer 

To enliven our love, and direct it there. 

What is our hope ? is it anchored fistst 
To things that will through eternity last 1 
If 'tis fixed aright, it will be our stay 
And guiding star on our wandering way, 
Will console us when all other hopes are vain. 
In life will support us, in death sustain. 
By pointing above to the realms of bliss, — 
Who would not possess such a hope as this 1 
If 'tis ours, let us breathe to heaven a prayer 
To confirm this hope, and still fix it there. 



The Burning Bush, and the Bod of Moses twined 
into a Serpent. 

When God appeared in flames of fire 
Of unconsuming light, 
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Moses his servant turned aside 
To see the wondrous sight ; 

But when He on that servant's rod 
E[is powerful influence shed. 

And it became a serpent, then 
Moses in terror fled. 

Just so, we like to contemplate 

God's beauteous works of love, 
And own that all our comforts flow 

From him who dwells above ; 
But when he sends his chastening rod 

To lead our thoughts on high. 
From this, as from a serpent's sting, 

How gladly would we fly. 

And yet, God's mercies unto us 

He equally displays 
In nights of heaviness and grief, 

As in our brightest days ; 
Then let us in our joyous hours 

Give heartfelt praise to God, 
And when he sends his chastisements. 

Submissive, kiss the rod. 
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David wUk kit Harp. 

The Psalmist tuned his harp to sing 
Loud praises to his heayenlj King ; 
With all his heart, through all his days. 
The subject of his song was praise. 

In the bright sunshine of his joj 
Sweet praises did his tongue employ ; 
And when dark sorrow dimmed its rays, 
Bayid still offered songs of praise. 

So should we praise our God above, 
For all his goodness and his love ; 
And when his judgments he displays. 
Still should our tongues resound his praise. 

Thus should our lives be passed on earth. 
In grateM songs of holy mirth ; 
Then we in heaven our hearts shall raise. 
In songs of everlasting praise. 



Elijah taken up to Heaven — Elisha receiving 
the Mantle, 

It must have been a glorious sight 
To see Elijah rise, 



LINES. 133 



And in a chariot of fire 
Vanish beyond the skies ; 
Without the pains of death was he 
Translated to eternity. 

The prophet's wondrous spirit did 

Upon Elisha rest, 
He took the fallen mantle up. 
And was consoled and blest ; 
And by its powerful influence shed, 
Jordan's submissive waters fled. 

Not ours the prophet's blessed lot 

To pass from earth away, 

We know these mortal bodies first 

Must perish and decay ; 

Then, if we trust a Saviour's love. 

We know we, too, shall rise above. 



Worcester Cathedral. 

'Tis holy ground we tread 
Within the sacred pile. 
Beneath us lie the countless dead. 
And in each lofty aisle 
Tablets and monuments we see, 
As records of mortality. 
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'Tis holy ground, for here 

God doth his people meet, 
When two or three are gathered near 
Before his mercy seat ; 
And, if they humhly seek him there. 
He hears their cry, he heeds their prayer. 

'Tis holy ground, indeed 

A stepping-stone to heaven. 
For here to us the precious seed 
Abundantly is given j 
Which, watered by God's grace and love. 
Will bear a hundred-fold above. 

'Tis holy ground we know 

Where'er we kneel in prayer, 
And holy thoughts should freely flow 
When we assemble there ; 
May such within our hearts abound. 
Whene'er we kneel on holy ground. 
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SUGGESTED BY A SMALL PANE IN THE BORDER OF 
THE WINDOW INSCRIBED TO THE MEMORY OF THE REV. - 

, LATE VICAR OF , 

WHO DIED MARCH 9tH, 1852, AGED 72 YEARS. 



Oh, not on brittle glass alone 

Shall we thy memory trace. 
Nor yet upon a sculptured stone 

Beside thy resting place ; 
Thou wouldst not have inscription fair 

To mark that grassy mound, 
Thou didst not need, for everywhere 

Thy monument is found. 

Yes, everywhere, in every spot 
That has been known to thee, 

In lofty hall and lowly cot. 
Is shrined thy memory ; 
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Comfort and aid thou didst impart 

In sorrow, want and care, 
And, oh, in every grateful heart 

Thy monument is there. 

No artist's skill nor sculptor's praise 

To immortalize a name 
Is needed, for each one may raise 

A monument for fame ; 
A life of usefulness on earth 

In active virtue spent, 
A record left of works of worth 

Is the best monument. 

And many acts of faithful love 

Of thine can we record. 
For which, through Christ, in realms above 

Thou hast thy blest reward ; 
Oh, may our deeds as faithful be. 

Then we as stars shall shine. 
And our glad souls from earth set free 

Again shall meet with thine. 

1852. 
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WRITTEN AT THE BEQUEST OF A FBIEND WHOSE FATHER HAD 
REOOYERED SIGHT FROM A SUCCESSFUL OPERATION. 



I WAS blind once, and could not see 

Your face, my daughter, dear, 
And by your gentle voice alone 

Could know that you were near ; 
Without some tender guidance, love. 

My way I could not find. 
My footsteps would have slip'd indeed, 

Because I once was blind. 

I was blind once, and could not view 

The sun, the moon, the flowers. 
And all the lovely things that grow 

In this bright world of ours ; 
You told me how the roses bloomed 

And where the ivy twined. 
You could not show them then to me, 

Because I once was blind. 
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I was blind ono^ but now I see 

The things of earth once more, 
And every object seems to me 

More lovelj than before ; 
I look around, and pleasure dwells 

In mj enraptured mind, 
I yiew all things with heightened joj, 

Because I once was blind. 

I was blind once, but now I need 

No hand to guide my way. 
For Ood hath blessed the means which turned 

My darkness into day ; 
And as I wander on alone 

Where'er I feel inclined, 
I seem more glad, more blest, more free, 

Because I once was blind. 

1852. 
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LONG AGO. 



OuB pleasures of long ago, my firiend, 

Were intensely sweet and wild, 
Oh, wliat in after years can compare 

With the joys of a glad young child ; 
Then sorrow and care do not heavily press 

Nor chill the young hearths warm glow. 
And such our memory teUs to us now 

Were our pleasures of long ago. 

Our letters of long ago, my firiend. 

Were the longest that ever were seen, 
But now, from some reason or other, I own 

They are short, few, and &r between ; 
Long ago, when we took up our pens to write. 

Ideas would rapidly flow. 
It seems quite a puzzle to me how we filled 

Our letters of long ago. 
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Our visits of long ago, my friend, 

Were bound by no limit of stay, 
Now we each have our cares in our own loved home, 

And 'tis seldom from thence we stray ; 
We have found new friends and have formed new ties 

Which claim our attention, you know. 
And our visits are now very different things 

To the visits of long ago. 

But our pleasures of long ago, my friend. 

Would scarcely be pleasures now. 
And visits and letters of long extent 

Our engagements will not allow ; 
Yet, perchance, in the few short visits we pay 

As much real pleasure may flow, 
And our brief hurried notes may be as sincere. 

As our letters of long ago. 

1852. 
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FROM AN INCIDENT IN THE "WIDE, WIDE WORLD.' 



The bed was strewn with flowers 

Disposed with loving care, 
Eich roses in profusion 

Were fondly scattered there, 
And delicate verbenas, 

White lilies too there lay, 
All emblems of the lovely girl 

Whose soul had passed away ; 
The bed was strewn with flowers 

All culled with taste and care, 
For every flaunting blossom 

Was quite excluded there. 

But the loving hand that placed them 
Had overtasked its powers. 

And in beautiful confusion 
Had strewn the lovely flowers. 



142 LINES. 

A few with studied neatness 

Were ranged upon the hed, 
But the feelings of the heart gave way, 

And she flung them o'er the dead ; 
The hed was strewn with flowers 

All culled with taste and care, 
For every flaunting hlossom 

Was quite excluded there. 

Oh, do not move the flowers, 

Touch not one single spray. 
Not the most studied taste and skill 

Could such fond care display ; 
Then leave them as she placed them. 

Affection deep they prove. 
For tokens mute and sweet are they 

Of a young child's grief and love ; 
The hed was strewn with flowers 

All culled with taste and care, 
For every flaunting hlossom 

Was quite excluded there. 

1853. 
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THE THIRD REQUEST. 

FBOM ''THB WIDB^ WIDE WOBLD." 

*' EUlen puzzled herself a little to think what could be the third 
thing John -wanted of her ; but^ whatever it were^ she was veij 
«ire she would do it !" 



He told me, ere be left me, things 

He wished for me to do, 
But of three requests he had to make 

He only mentioned two ; 
And though I promised to comply, 

Whatever the request. 
He smiled and said another time 

Would suit that subject best : 

may be but a simple thing, 

Yet it oftei^ puzzles me 
In hours of solitude, to think 

What that third request can be. 
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I feel for him a sister^s love, 

No brother of my own 
Could have treated me with fonder care 

Or greater kindness shown ; 
And if he feel a brother's love. 

Affectionate and true, 
Why not have told his sister, dear. 

What he wished for her to do I 
It may be but a simple thing. 

Yet it often puzzles me 
In hours of solitude, to think 

What that third request can be. 

He said, when years had passed away 

That I should live again 
In his loved home, when that time comes 

Perhaps he'll tell me then ; 
And,' oh, whatever he may ask, 

'T will be my pleasure still. 
As in the happy days of old. 

His wishes to fulfil : 
It may be but a simple thing, 

Yet it often puzzles me 
In hours of solitude, to think 

What that third request can be. 
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TAKE BACK THE GIFT. 

FBOM QimCHT. 

Mr. Garieton Rtanusg Elileda*f Bible. 



Take back, take back the gift, 

For mine it cannot be. 
Since fond associations ding 

To every page of thee ; 
I will not have it so. 

Will not the book retain, 
111 take the giver with the gift, 

Or give the gift again. 

She tamed the leaves awhile 

Though sight and sense were dim. 

Yet one idea filled her mind 
To give it back to him ; 

She felt that what was his 
Most not with her remain, 
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And gentlj, slowlj, her £ur hand 
Put back the gift again. 

Both hand and book were held 

Within his dasp she knew, 
And she herself had placed them there 

But hardlj felt it true ; 
There were no answering words 

Her feelings to explain, 
And he in perfect silence, too, 

Eeceived the gift again. 
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THE MOTHER'S PRAYER. 

FROM A PASSAGE IN QUEEOHT. 

'' Do you remember what was your mother's last prayer for you?" 

"No." 

" That you might be kept unspotted from the world." 



What was the mother's prayer 1 

That her young child should be 
From every sorrow, want and grief, 

And disappointment free ? 
That she might never know 

One heart-corroding care ? 
Was this the mother s dying wish. 

Was this the mother's prayer ? 

What was the mother's prayer ? 

That happiness might beam 
For her along the path of life 

In one continued stream ? 
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That she each earthlj bliss, 

Wealth, friends and power might share; 
Was this the mother's dying wish, 

Was this the mother's prayer ? 

Not such the mother's prayer, 

But that amidst life's ill 
She might be ever safely kept 

From every evil still — 
"Unspotted from the world" 

And every tempting snare : 
This was the mother's dying wish. 

This was the mother's prayer. 

1853. 
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" In the moniiiig sow thy seed, and in the evening withhold not 
thine hand : for thou knowest not whether shall prosper, either this or 
that, or whether they hoth shall he alike good/' — Ecclet., c. xi, v. 6. 



In the morning sow thy seed, 

And in the evening hour 
Withhold not thou thj hand, 

Though chilled by cloud and shower ; 
Thou know'st not which will be 

With greatest increase blest, 
If both alike be good. 

Or which shall prosper best. 

In the morning hours of youth 

Sow seeds within the heart, 
And the dewy grace of heaven 

May fruitfulness impart ; 
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But, because the precious germs 
Oft are choked by care and strife, 

Withhold not thou the seed 
In the evening hours of life. 

In all seasons sow thy seed 

With fervent prayer, and He, 
From whom the increase comes 

Will bless and prosper thee ; 
But since thou canst not know 

Which seed will fruitful prove, 
Sow on, and thou shalt reap 

In joy, and peace, and love. 

1853. 
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"HAPPY CHRISTMAS." 



WBITTSS FOB TtfS FAXFLT OF A F%lWn>, ABD 

ALLUDIHO TO HXS SLDB8T DAU6HTS&, WHO DIED MAT 28lH, 

1853^ AGED 14 TEAKS. 



^ Happt Ghristmas," mamma, do one moment staj 
And receive my best wishes on this Christmas-daj, 
A bright " Happj Christmas " to you, for you taught 
Me to yalue this sweet peaceful time as I ought ; ' 
And after my prayers to my Father above, 
Who, as at this time, sent the Saviour of love, 
To you my best thoughts, hopes and wishes are due. 
So I first wish a nice, " Happy Christmas " to you. 

" Happy Christmas," my brothers and sister, most dear^ 
May many bright Christmas-days beam on you here. 
And you, little darling, whose years have been few, 
I have kisses and wishes in plenty for you ; 
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And I think upon one who last Christmas-day 
Was the first of us all " Happy Christmas " to say, 
But she from her calm peaceful grave will not stir 
And we cannot now say " Happy Christmas " to her. 

" Happy Christmas, dear boy, may the blessing of hearen 

On this blissful day to my children be given ; 

" Happy Christmas," and thus you may happiness gain. 

First, by deep earnest prayer, God's favour obtain : 

Be affectionate, kind, warm-hearted and true. 

And when at your sports be considerate, too ; 

And, if round our hearth cheerful faces I see. 

Oh, this, dears, will make " Happy Christmas " for me. 

" Happy Christmas " for her who is gone from us here, 
" Happy Christmas," indeed, in that heavenly sphere ; 
No sorrows distress her, no dangers appal. 
Oh, hers is the happiest Christmas of all ! 
Then we, for our comfort, will think upon this. 
And fancy her there, in the mansions of bliss, 
Wafting down at this season of peace and good-will 
The words " Happy Christmas " to each of us stilL 

Christmas, 1853. 
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LIFE. 



Our life is compared to a warfare 

In which we must all engage, 
We have numberless foes to encounter 

And fierce is the contest they wage ; 
There are powers within and around us 

To cause us perpetual strife, 
There are sudden attacks and surprises 

In the hazardous battle of life. 

Our life is compared to a voyage, 

Where dangerous tempests abound ; 
To a journey, where wearisome perils 

And obstacles many are found ; 
To a race, where the greatest exertions 

Are needed the prize to obtain ; 
To a place of probation and trial. 

Ere we can the heritage gain. 
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But the heritage yet may be ours 

When the time of probation is past, 
And the prize for the race will be given 

If we shall run well to the last ; 
But we must press onward, still onward. 

Nor linger or faint, lest we fall ; 
And if things dearly loved check our progress. 

Must freely relinquish them all. 

The pathway of life must be travelled 

Till life and its perils shall cease. 
And the tempest-tossed voyager reaches 

The heavenly haven of peace ; 
And we must go forth to the battle. 

Nor dream of cessation or rest. 
Till we in the mansions of glory 

With the victor's bright crown shall be blest. 

But not with our own feeble powers 

Can we the great victory gain. 
And if in our strength we are trusting, 

Both voyage and race yrill be vain ; 
How can our unaided endeavours 

One single assailant subdue, 
And, without a good pilot, our vessel 

Would be wrecked with the haven in view. 
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Then let us look up for assistance 

To the Lord of all power and might, 
And he will give strength for the battle. 

And armour in which we may fight ; 
In the race he will keep us from falling, 

In the battle protect us from ill, 
And in our tempestuous voyage 

Will say to the rough winds, " be still !" 

And when our probation is ended 

And the race and the battle are o'et 
When the journey of life is accomplisned 

And the vessel has reached the bright shore. 
Then, then, though our Saviour obtained it, 

To us the reward will be given ; 
And we, through his kind mediation, 

Shall enter the kingdom of heaven. 

1854. 
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TEMPTATION. 



WuEN Jesus was into the wilderness led, 

And, hungred, was tempted to torn stones to bread ; 

He did not then seek his own power to show, 

But by words that were written he vanquished the foe. 

• 

When he in the sin of presumption was tried. 
And assured that the angels would be by his side ; 
Still, still were the arts of the tempter in vain. 
He mildly replied " it is written again." 

And when all the world and its glories were shown. 
And the tempter had promised to make them his own ; 
Not then of himself did our Saviour reply. 
But by words which were written from precepts on high. 

And this he has done for example to all, 
Lest we in the hour of temptation should fall ; 
Had he conquered the foe with his own mighty powers, 
We could not have ventured to trust unto ours. 

But words that are written we all may apply. 
And ifijghtly employed the tempter will fly ; 
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Then let us not yield to the author of ill, 

Since words which are written will conquer him stiU. 

It is written, we know, when the tempter had flown. 
And Jesus was left in that desert alone. 
That, though far away from the dwellings of men. 
Bright ministering angels attended him then. 

We lire in a world where temptations abound^ 
And powers of darkness encompass us round ; 
With the rich and the poor, in the castle aad ool, 
There is not a place where the tempter is not 

There are some in the season of poverty led 
To take things forbidden and turn into bread. 
While some in the sin of presumption are tried. 
And others are lured by the world and its pride. 

But to yon feeble girl, in her chamber of pain, 
The gay world would spread its attractions in vain ; 
And the follies and sins resisted by few. 
With her genile nature have nothing to do. . A r 

She feeb that her life is fast ebbing away. 
But not to the world does one passing thought stray ; 
If she could, from that death bed she would not stir. 
Then why is the tempter so near to her ? 

^ i 
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He is whispering doubts in that maiden's ear. 
He is filling her heart with groundless fear ; 
She feels she has sinned 'gainst her Maker on high. 
And he tells her for this she shall sorelj die. 

But words that are written changed feelings impart. 
There is peace in her look, there is £sdth in her heart ; 
Oh, words which are written, sweet comfort can give, 
'' Believe but in me, and though dead thou shalt live.** 

The tempter is vanquished, the girl is at rest, 

Her freed soul has tasted the joys of the blest ; 

She has passed from a world where temptations abound, 

And ministering angels are gathering round. 

I'hcm let us not fear in temptation's dark hour, 
Siiico words that are written have far greater power ; 
And lot this bright truth in our memory dwell, 
Though the tempter may tempt us he cannot compel. 

A nd when, through the words which are written, we show 
T^^ wo have escaped and have vanquishiid the foe. 
Lot us lift up our hearts with thanksgiving, nor fear 
iiut that ministering angels are hovering near. 

1854. 
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LINES, WRITTEN FOR A FRIEND ON HER 
APPROACHING MARRIAGE. 



They tell me that the joyful day is fast approaching now, 
When thou wilt at the altar kneel, to take the marriage 

vow; 
When friends and guests will gather round this heartfelt 

wish to give. 
That both in health and happiness may long together live. 

I fancy that I see thee now, thy husband by thy side 
With fondness looking upon thee, his loved and holJkLred 

bridd; ' * 

I fancy that thy mother there with tearful eyes I see, 
For it cannot be a joy to her, to say &rewell to fiee« 

I &ncy every thing prepared to grace thy marriage now, 
I fiuicy that I hear thy lips pronounce the bridal vow ; 
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That the ring is on thy finger placed, the solemn 

blessing given, 
And vows recorded here on earth, blessed and approved 

in heaven. 

Oh ! when assembled guests are met within the sacred 

aisle, 
And each fond look is turned on thee with an approving 

smile ; 
When before the altar kneeling thy heart is raised in 

prayer. 
Then fondly trust another guest will be in presence there. 

The same who at a marriage feast in Oana showed his 

power. 
And with his welcome presence blessed the happy bridal 

hour ; 
Supplied their wants in time of need, and in the sight 

of men 
Procl^^ed his own divinity, and showed his glory then. 

Oh I marriage is a holy rite, ordained by God above, 
And instituted in the days of innocence and love ; 
Graced by Christ's presence here, to show that where he 

is a guest. 
That marriage, and that only, will be sanctified and blest. 
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Then, when before God's altar and the congregation's sight, 
Pray for the Saviour's presence there, to grace the holy 

rite ; 
And he will cause the rays of peace around thy path to 

shine, 
And turn earth's troubled water into streams of heavenly 

wine. 

Thus blessed, go forth with confidence to the new scenes 

of life. 
And prove thyself, in good or ill, a faithful, loving wife ; 
And he, whose presence graced thee then, in every 

change will be, 
A friend, a guardian and a guide, to bless and prosper 

thee. 

And when the time of parting comes, and come we know 

it will. 
When earthly ties must be dissolved, then seek his 

presence still ; 
And he will re-unite you in those blissful realms above, 
Where, though none are given in marriage, yet all are 

joined in love. 

Mat, 1854. 
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LET US PRAY. 



In every time and season, 

In every change of life, 

In hours of joy and gladness, 

In sorrow, care, and strife j 

In nights of doubt and darkness, 

In hope's unclouded day ; 

In whatsoe'er befall us. 

Oh, let us humbly pray. 

Do we need a joy or blessing, 
The world will not impart ? 
Are we seeking for a solace 
To soothe a wounded heart ? 
Has disappointment darkened 
The brightness of our way ? 
Let us, in every trial. 
For hope and patience pray. 
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Are we conscious of our weakness, 
Do we feel the power of ill ? 
Let us pray for God's assistance, 
To keep his precepts still : 
Has the world, with its temptations, 
Led our wandering steps astray ? 
Let us, in faith and meekness, 
For peace and pardon pray. 

Does tempest round us gather. 
Or pestilence prevail ? 
Does dearth and funine threaten, 
Or enemies assail ? 
Let us in every danger 
But make the Lord our stay. 
Nor doubt that he will hear us 
When we for safety pray. 

We know that he has promised 
To hear and answer prayer. 
That where two or three are gathered 
He will be present there ; 
Then let us in his presence 
Appear without delay. 
And when we meet together 
Let us devoutly pray. 
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But not in the assembly 
Alone will he be found ; 
Where'er we kneel imploring, 
That place is holy ground : 
Then, when we need a blessing 
To cheer our onward way, 
Within our chamber kneeling 
Let us in secret pray. 

In every undert-aking, 
K we would wish success, 
Let us pray to God in heaven 
Each enterprise to bless ; 
And he will pour upon us 
A sweet enlivening ray. 
To prosper our endeavours : 
Then let us ever pray. 



1854. 
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INDEX. 



PAas 

Abide with ub, the day is far gone 128 

A mother knelt by her dying son - - - - 34 

Can a fond mother e'er foiget 52 

Come, join thyself unto the Lord 114 

Consumption's hue was on her cheek - • . • 71 

Faith, Hope, and Charity, stood beside • - - ] 23 

(father bright flowers to strew 81 

** Happy Christmas," mamma, do one moment stay • • 151 

He told me, ere he left me, things 148 

He weeps, — oh ! do not blame him - • - - 23 
Home ! there is music in the name 55 

I come to the earth with the new-bom year • • - 25 
I have bidden my friends and my parents farewell - • 15 

In early life I loved thee 19 

In every time and season 162 

In the morning sow thy seed 149 
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PAGS 

I saw them at the altar stand 79 

I stand within the sacred walls, a group is gathered there • 47 

It must have been a glorious sight 132 

I've wept o'er many a broken toy - - - - 13 

I was a child when father died 5 

I was blind once and could not see - - • -137 

I wish I had wings, sweet bird, like thee - - . - 73 
I would not be laid in this garden of flowers - - - 42 

Jesus, our Saviour, blessed the bread - - 127 

Lady, they say thou wilt be a wife • - - • 118 
Lord, have respect unto the prayer 109 

Mamma, you told me God had made • • - - 104 
My birth-day ! my birth-day ! how soon it comes round - 9 

My mother's grave, I often go 83 

My native isle, I leave thee now 11 

Oh, bear her t* the grave 1 

Oh, for the wings of a dove to fly 112 

Oh, let me bid my friends farewell 76 

Oh, not on brittle glass alone 135 

Oh, precious are the promises 94 

Oh, say not — oh, think not that woman's sphere • - 98 
Oh, search the Scriptures, for they tell - - • - 66 
Our life is compared to a warfare . . - . 153 

Our pleasures of long ago, my friend - - • -139 

Play on, fair child, play gaily on, while thy young heart is free 45 

S lM]fa,vo atk her dying bed, her friends were gathered near • 58 
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She site alone in her chamber now - 
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Take back, take back the gift - 

The bed was strewn with flowers - . . 

The happy days when we were yonng 

The memory of the dead is shrined 

The Psalmist timed his harp to sing ... 

The room is darkened, all is still 

The village bells I the village bells ! - 

They tell me that the joyful day is Cast approaching now 

They took thee from my arms, sweet babe 

Think of thee ! yes, dear brother, I shall often think of 

Thou art mine ! thou art mine ! . . . 

'Tis holy ground we tread - - - . 

Train up a child as he should go - , • 

'Twas mom, I saw a ship sail by . > 

Two sisters in the bloom of youth 
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Was it well with the child in Ij^is world of woe ? 

We have entered another year to-day • 

We stood in silence on the deck . * . 

What is our faith 1 do we really believe I 

Wliat was the mother's prayer 1 > . 

When God appeared in flames of fire 

When Jesus was into the wilderness led 

WTiy weepest thou, my daughter 1 - - - 

ANTiy weepest thou, the voice 1 - - - 
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ERRATA. 

Preface^ page iv. line 9, for Bvi read but. 

Page 12, line 3, for wUt read wUl. 
,, 20, „ 9, at the end, insert thee. 
„ 21, „ 10, for naught read nou^^. 
„ 39, last line, for in bloom read and bloom, 
„ 44, line 5, for ^rai; read grave. 
„ 55, „ 4, for itor'd read stirred, 
„ „ „ 11, for aiid read a9u2. 
„ 61, „ ], for sail read ^2ic^, 
„ 68, ,,15, for the village read a village, 
„ 143, „ 9, at commencement, insert It 
„ 155, „ 6, ioT battle resu^ journey. 
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